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PREFACE 

IT may be well that I should put a short preface to this 
book. In the summer of 1878 my father told me that 
he had written a memoir of his own life. He did not 
speak about it at length, but said that he had written 
me a letter, not to be opened until after his death, 
containing instructions for publication. 

This letter was dated 30th April, 1876. I will give 
here as much of it as concerns the public : " I wish 
you to accept as a gift from me, given you now, the 
accompanying pages which contain a memoir of my 
life. My intention is that they shall be published after 
my death, and be edited by you. But I leave it alto- 
gether to your discretion whether to publish or to 
suppress the work; and also to your discretion 
whether any part or what part shall be omitted. But 
I would not wish that anything should be added to the 
memoir. If you wish to say any word as from yourself, 
let it be done in the shape of a preface or introductory 
chapter." At the end there is a postscript : " The 
publication, if made at all, should be effected as soon 
as possible after my death." My father died on the 6th 
of December, 1882. 

It will be seen, therefore, that my duty has been 
merely to pass the book through the press conform- 
ably to the above instructions. I have placed headings 
to the right-hand pages throughout the book, and I 
do not conceive that I was precluded from so doing. 

vii 



Viii PREFACE 

Additions of any other sort there have been none; the 
few footnotes are my father's own additions or cor- 
rections. And I have made no alterations. I have 
suppressed some few passages, but not more than 
would amount to two printed pages has been omitted. 
My father has not given any of his own letters, nor 
was it his wish that any should be published. 

I see from my father's manuscript, and from his 
papers, that the first two chapters of tins memoir 
were written in the latter part of 1875, tliat lic he ^ an 
the third chapter early in January, 1876, and that he 
finished the record before the middle of April in that 
year. I state this, though there are indications in the 
book by which it might be seen at what time the 
memoir was being written. 

So much I would say by way of preface. And I 
think I may also give in a few words the main incidents 
in my father's life after he completed his auto- 
biography. 

He has said that he had given up hunting; but he 
still kept two horses for such riding as may be had in 
or about the immediate neighborhood of London. lie 
continued to ride to the end of his life: he liked the 
exercise, and I think it would have distressed him not 
to have had a horse in his stable. But he never spoke 
willingly on hunting matters. He had at last resolved 
to give up his favourite amusement, and that as far 
as he was concerned there should be an end of it. In 
the spring of 1877 he went to South Africa, and 
returned early in the following year with a book on the 
colony already written. In the summer of 1878, he 
was one of a party of ladies and gentlemen who made 
an expedition to Iceland in the " Mastiff/* one of Mr, 
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the confines of Hampshire. I think he chose that 
spot because he found there a house that suited him, 
and because of the prettiness of the neighbourhood. 
His last long journey was a trip to Italy in the late 
winter and spring of 1881 ; but he went to Ireland 
twice in 1882. He went there in May of that year, and 
was then absent nearly a month. This journey did him- 
much good, for he found that the softer atmosphere 
relieved his asthma, from which he had been suffering 
for nearly eighteen months. In August following he 
made another trip to Ireland, but from this journey 
he derived less benefit. He was much interested in, 
and was very much distressed by, the unhappy con- 
dition of the country. Few men knew Ireland better 
than he did. He had lived there for sixteen years, 
and his Post Office work had taken him into every part 
of the island. In the summer of 1882 he began his last 
novel, The Landleaguers, which, as stated above, was 
unfinished when he died. This book was a cause of 
anxiety to him. He could not rid his mind of the fact 
that he had a story already in the course of publi- 
cation, but which he had not yet completed. In no 
other case, except Framley Parsonage, did my father 
publish even the first number of any novel before he 
had fully completed the whole tale. 

On the evening of the 3d of November, 1882, he was 
seized with paralysis on the right side, accompanied 
by loss of speech. His mind also had failed, though 
at intervals his thoughts would return to him. After 
the first three weeks these lucid intervals became rarer, 
but it was always very difficult to tell how far his 
mind was sound or how far astray. He died on the 
evening of the 6th of December following, nearly five 
weeks from the night qf his attack. 
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I have been led to say these few words, not at all 
from a desire to supplement my father's biography 
of himself, but to mention the main incidents in his 
life after he had finished his own record. In what I 
have here said I do not think I have exceeded his 
instructions. 

HENRY M. TROLLOPE. 

September, 1883. 
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CHAPTER I 

MY EDUCATION 
1815-1834 

IN writing these pages, which, for the want of a better 
name, I shall be fain to call the autobiography of so 
insignificant a person as^ myself, it will not be so much 
my intention to speak of the little details of my private 
life, as of what I, and perhaps others round me, have 
done in literature ; of my failures and successes such as 
they have been, and their causes; and ef the opening 
which a literary career offers to men and women for 
the earning of their bread. And yet the garrulity of 
old age, and the aptitude of a man's mind to recur to the 
passages of his own life, will, I know, tempt me to say 
something of myself; nor, without doing so, should I 
know how to throw my matter into any recognised and 
intelligible form. That I, or any man, should tell 
everything of himself, I hold to be impossible. Who 
could endure to own the doing of a mean thing? Who 
is there that has done none? But this I protest: that 
nothing that I say shall be untrue. I will set down 
naught in malice; nor will I give to myself, or others, 



2 AN" AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

honour which I do not believe to have been fairly won. 
My boyhood was, I think, as unhappy as that of a 
young gentleman could well be, my misfortunes arising 
from a mixture of poverty and gentle standing on the 
part of my father, and from an utter want on my own 
part of that juvenile manhood which enables some boys 
to hold up their heads even among the distresses which 
such a position is sure to produce. 

I was born in 1815, in Kcppel Street, Russell Square; 
and while a baby, was carried down to Harrow, where 
my father had built a house on a large farm which, in 
an evil hour he took on a long lease from Lord North- 
wick. That farm was the grave of all my father's 
hopes, ambition, and prosperity, the cause of my 
mother's sufferings, and of those of Ijer children, and 
perhaps the director of her destiny and of ours. My 
father had been a Wykamist and a fellow of Mew Col- 
lege, and Winchester was the destination of my brothers 
and myself; but as he had friends among- the masters 
at Harrow, and as the school offered an education 
almost gratuitous to children living in the parish, he, 
with a certain aptitude to do things differently from 
others, which accompanied him throughout his life, 
determined to use that august seminary as a "t'other 
school" for Winchester, and sent three of us there, one 
after the other, at the age of seven. My father at this 
time was a Chancery barrister practising in l.omktn, 
occupying dingy, almost suicidal chambers, at No. *\| 
Old Square, Lincoln's Inn,- chambers which on urn* 
melancholy occasion did become absolutely suicidal.* 
He was, as I have been informed by tlio.se quite com- 
petent to know, an excellent and most conscientious 
lawyer, but plagued with so had a temper, thai he 
1 A pupil of his destroyed himself in the fyumx 
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drove, the attorneys from liiin. In his early days he 
was a man of sonic small fortune and of higher hopes. 
These stood so hi^h at the time of my birth, that he 
was felt to he entitled to a country house. as well as to 
that in Keppcl Street; and in order that he mii'Jit huild 
such a residence, he took the farm. This place he 
called Julians, and the land runs up to the fool of the 
(nil on which the school and church stand, on the side 
towards London. Things there went much against 
him; the farm was ruinous, and 1 rcmemher that we 
all regarded the Lord Northwick of thn%e day--, a-; a. 
cormorant who was eating us up. M\ I'aslter's client-, 
deserted him. lie purchased varioir- d.uK idouiiiv 
rhamhers in and ahout ('liaueery Lane, and hi-, pur- 
chases always went wrom;. Then, a% a final cru-hin^ 
blow, an old uncle, who.\e ht^'r he \v:r. to h,t\e In-i-u, 
married and had a family! The IUM in I.nudnu u;t' 
let; and also the Iuusr he luili at flarrow, from whuli 
he descended to a farmhouse on the land, \vhich I h.m 
en<Ieavoiiretl to maki* known t r.ojjte readers umlrr llir 
name of ( )rley l''arm. This place, jtt-.t a-, it \\.r- \vh-u 
we lived tht*re, is to he* %t*en in the fntrtfi-.piri r l fhr 
iir.sl edition of that novel ( having had the i;ond 
to IK* delineated !>v no less a pencil th.iu lit. if 
Millais. 

My two elder hrnthers had teen N-ut a-, d.tv ! 
to Harrow School from the hii^er h"U-.,-, u 
prohably have* heert received antun^ 
crowd,- not on e*|iial tentr,, lir.',tir-r 
Harrow in thttsr dav. \va-.. never M> rrcrunl. 
iiny rate a% other d,t\ lartln -,. I dn isnf -,upp'- 
they were* wc-Il treated, hut I l*ult \\hrthrr thr- 
Mlhjected to the i^mnuiny ulis.Jj 1 eudtnT*!. ! w. 
>rveii and I think that fi\-. .it M-VI-II ;nr n.v\ 
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among their more considerate seniors, I \v;is m-vrr 
spared; and was not even allowed tn run to ;m .I fro 
between our house and the school without a daily 
purgatory. No doubt my appearance was a-anM mr. 
I remember well, when I was still the junior !> its tin- 
school, Dr. Butler, the head-master, stnppim; m*' in ihr 
street, and asking me, with all the cloud-- { J,V^HJM,U 
his brow and all the thunder in his vo'uv, \vlu<thrr if \\.c-, 
possible that Harrow School was di.s^rai vI !.> ... tit. 
reputably dirty a little boy as I ! Oh, wh.it ! irlt at 
that moment! But I could not look my iVclinj; , I ! 
not doubt that I was dirty; hut I flunk tli.n h< \\.t- 
cruel. He must have known me had he* MTU inr a , h- 
was wont to see me, for he was in thr haiiit t ilo.i-'juit 
me constantly. Perhaps he did not nvo^iit"^ inr l\ 
my face. 

At this time I was three years at Harrow; .wd, a-. 
far as I can remember, I was the junior fiov in flu- 
school when I left it. 

Then I was sent to a private selmn! at Smi!*tm, !,qf 
by Arthur Drury. This, 1 think, nn^t havr t**''ij !ur 
in accordance with the aclviee of I frnry I H'tii v, \\ h* \\ 4- 
my tutor at Harrow School, and ttiy fathn" 1 . ifi'-m!. 
and who may probably have <*xpr<*ssrcl an o|intMU th.ii 
my juvenile career was not pntfeediii^ in a '..nir.i.i ?>i\ 
manner at Harrow. To Sunlmry I wnil, an*! iltirnii* 
the two years I was there, though I ur\-r ti,nl ,;IH 
pocket-money, and seldom had ititidt in tin* \\i\ *! 
clothes, I lived more nearly on tentr* nt r|ii4!iiv ifh 
other boys than at any other i*riil tlnnnj; tuv \riv 
prolonged school-days, Kvrn Ii 4 i'i\ I w,i-. ,ilw.*\ . m 
disgrace. I remember well liuvv, on our M> r.i'-.tMti, imu 
boys were selected as having htvit tin- |u-iji-it\iMi . ,*i 
some nameless horror. What it wa,^, in itii:, tliv t 



rvrn tnir ; hut I \\;r- MJH- .f tin- four, hiu.u mf 
;is a hahi*. hut ahu'h.;< ! ! Ire. i. M j| Jr Miiihu'.'.t n f 

the I'.ltilfV, \\ c- < .i h Lit! !M v, : ;' MI;! ,t M'l utuu, ;uu! 
isiy MTUion \\.i-. th- !;-.' ! ><i i!n- uur. | )unu:.; fb* 

\\linlf tf our trn.i !!>:! v* tti-ir hrljM i| !.,!! ,d rvnv 
iiu-.tl, \\'r \vt-rr ni ,i!!..v, .-; f.. ; i! in, |l..ivr sunu*! 
till lltr '.*niiufi n.i fsiii ].! Mm.' -A,I n:K timjr ,t i) ^ 
or t\v iit'lMir ? f i, h.. ';.!., 
us, .shook lit? In ..<! v iih | f , 
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flit *-.c" }ii\ f , I v * r 45 

truth ! at .h ! % i 
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great ambitions of my father's life that his three sons, 
who lived to go to Winchester, should all become fel- 
lows of New College. But that suffering man was 
never destined to have an ambition gratified. W" c al * 
lost the prize which he struggled with infinite labour to 
put within our reach. My eldest brother all J>nt 
achieved it, and afterwards went to Oxford, takmi> 
three exhibitions from the school, though he lost the 
great glory of a Wykamist He has since made him- 
self well known to the public as a writer in connection 
with all Italian subjects. He is still living as I now 
write. But my other brother died early. 

While I was at Winchester my father's affairs went 
from bad to worse. He gave up his practice at the 
bar, and*, unfortunate that he was, took another farm* 
It is odd that a man should conceive, and in this case 
a highly educated and a very clever man, that farm- 
ing should be a business in which he might make money 
without any special education or apprenticeship. I*er- 
haps of all trades it is the one in which an Ac- 
curate knowledge of what things should be done, ami 
the best manner of doing them, is most necessary, 
And it is one also for success in which a sufficient 
capital is indispensable. He had no knowledge, ami* 
when he took this second farm, no capital. This wan 
the last step preparatory to his final ruin. 

Soon after I had been sent to Winchester my mother 
went to America, taking with her my brother Henry 
and my two sisters, who were then no more than 
children. This was, I think, in 1827. I have no clear 
knowledge of her object, or of my father's; but I 
believe that he had an idea that money might be ma!<* 
by sending goods, little goods, such as pin-cushtoH, 
pepper-boxes, and pocket-knives, out to the Mill 
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unfurnished States; and that she conceived that an 
opening 1 might he. made for my brother Henry hy 
erecting" some bazaar or extended shop in one of the 
Western cities. Whence the money came I do not 
know, hut the pocket-knives and the pepper-boxes were 
bought, and the bazaar built 1 have seen it since in 
the town of Cincinnati,- a sorry building! Hut I 
have been told that in those days it was an imposing 
edifice. My mother went first, with my sisters and sec- 
ond brother. Then my father followed them, taking 
my elder brother before he went to Oxford. Hut there 
was an interval of some year and a half during which 
he and I were in Winchester together. 

Over a period of forty years, since I began my man- 
hood at a desk in the Post Office, I and my brother, 
Thomas Aclolphus, have been fast friends, There have 
been hot words between us, for perfect friendship hoars 
and allows hot words. Few brothers have had more of 
brotherhood. I hit in those schooldays he was, of all 
my foes, the worst. In accordance with the prartiee 
of the college, which submits, or did then submit, much 
of the tuition of the younger boys from the elder, lie 
was my tutor; and in his capacity of teacher and ruler, 
he had studied the theories of Draco. I remember 
well how he used to exact obedience after the manner 
of that lawgiver. Hang a little Inn* for stealing apptrs, 
he used to say, and other little hoys will not steal apples. 
The doctrine was already exploded elsrwhere, but he 
stuck to it with conservative energy. The rrsult was 
that, as a part, of his daily exercise, he tlirashed me 
with a big stick. That such thrashings shouM have 
IHVU possible* at a school as a continual part of one's 
daily litV, MVWS to we to argue a very ill roniiiuoji **{ 
school disciline, 
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At this period I remember to have passed one set of 
holidays the midsummer holidays in my father's 
chambers in Lincoln's Inn. There was often a difficulty 
about the holidays, as to what should lie done with me. 
On this occasion my amusement consisted in wandering 
about among those old deserted building's, and in read- 
ing Shakespeare out of a bi-columned edition, which is 
still among my books. It was not that I had chosen 
Shakespeare, but that there was nothing 1 else to read. 
After a while my brother left Winchester and accom- 
panied my father to America. Then another and ;L 
different horror fell to my fate. My college bills had 
not been paid, and the school tradesmen who adminis- 
tered to the wants of the boys were told not to extend 
their credit to me. Boots, waistcoats, and pocket- 
handkerchiefs, which, with some slight superveiHauec, 
were at the command of other scholars, were closrd 
luxuries to me. My schoolfellows of course knew that 
it was so, and I became a Pariah. It is the naturr of 
boys to be cruel. I have sometimes doubted whrtluT 
among each other they do usually suffer much, one from 
the other's cruelty; but I suffered horribly! I eoujtl 
make no stand against it I had no friend to win mi I 
could pour out my sorrows. I was big, and awkward, 
and ugly, and, I have no doubt, sulked about in a most 
unattractive manner. Of course I was iH-dr?*s<*d and 
dirty. But ah! how well I remember all the agonies 
of my young heart; how I considered whether ! ahmtid 
always be alone; whether I could not find my way up 
to the top of that college tower, and from thrncr jnil 
an end to everything? And a worse thing came than 
the stoppage of the supplies from the ' shti|ikcr|ti:rr. 
Every boy had a shilling- a week pockeMimury, wlttrfj 
we called battels, and which was advanced tc M.H out 
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of the pocket of the second master. On one awful <lav 
ihe second master ammttneed to me thai my battels 
would he stopped, lie told me the reason, the battels 
for the last half-year had not heen repaid; and he urged 
his own unwillingness to advance the money. The Ins* 
of a shilling a week would not have heen much, even 
though pocket-money from other sources never reaehed 
me,- -but that the other hoys all knew it ! Kverv iuw 
and again, perhaps three or four times in a half yrar, 
these weekly shillings were given to certain servants 
of the college, in payment, it may he presumed, for sonn* 
extra services. And now, when it came to the turn oi 
any servant, he received sixty-nine shillings instead of 
seventy, and the cause of the defalcation was explained 
to him. I never saw one of those servants withuut 
feeling I had picked his pocket. 

When I had heen at Winchester something over three 
years, my father returned to Kngland and Cnk me a\\ay. 
Whether this was done because- of the expense, or 
because my chance of NVw College was supposed to have 
passed away, I do not know, As a fact, I stmuld, I 
believe, have gained the pri/e. as then* occuiu-d in my 
year an exceptional number of vacancies. But it \vtnh! 
have served me nothing, as there \vmld huvr befit no 
funds for my maintenance at the I'nivrrsiiy nil I -Jit mid 
have entered in upon the fruition of the fotwdei '* 
endowment, and my career at < >xfrd nuj'-t have l*rrti 
unfortunate, 

\\*hen I left Wim*lu*stc'r, I had three worr yrars f 
school be fort* me, having as yrt rnmjrnl utric-, Mv 
fatlter at this time having left my iimihi-r ,nu! si-.?rr* 
with my ymmger brnth(*r in Amrrica, tik lu'nr.rli t> 
live at a wretched tumble-down fartuh*tM" t*n llir ".r*'- 
ond farm he had hired! And I \var* taken there with 
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him. It was nearly three miles from Narrow, at Har- 
row Weald, but in the parish; and from this house I 
was again sent to that school as a day-boarder. Let 
those who know what is the usual appearance and what 
the usual appurtenances of a boy at such a school, con- 
sider what must have been my condition among them, 
with a daily walk of twelve miles through the lanes, 
added to the other little troubles and labours of a school 
life! 

Perhaps the eighteen months which I passed in this 
condition, walking to and fro on those miserably dirty 
lanes, was the worst period of my life. I was now over 
fifteen, and had come to an age at which I could appre- 
ciate at its full the misery of expulsion from all social 
intercourse. I had not only no friends, but was despised 
by all my companions. The farmhouse was not only 
no more than a farmhouse, but was one of those farm- 
houses which seem always to be in danger of falling 
into the neighbouring horse-pond. As it crept down- 
wards from house to stables, from stables to liarns. 
from barns to cowsheds, and from cowsheds t dtmi*- 
heaps, one could hardly tell where one bejjan and the 
other ended! There was a parlour in which my father 
lived, shut up among big books; but I passed my ni<%f 
jocund hours in the kitchen, making innocent lovr to 
the bailiff's daughter. The farm kitchen might ht* very 
well through the evening, when the horrors *f the 
school were over; but it all added to the erurlty *>f thr 
days. A sizar at a Cambridge college, or a HihJr 
clerk at Oxford, has not pleasant days, or used not t* 
have them half a century ago; but his position w*r* 
recognised, and the misery was measured. J wa.s ;i 
sizar at a fashionable school, a condition never pre-- 
meditated. What right had a wretched farmer'* U*>* f 
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recking from a dunghill, to sit next to the sons of peers, 
or much worse still, next to the sons of big trades- 
men who made their ten thousand a year? The 
indignities I endured are not to be described. As T 
look back it seems to me that all hands were turned 
against me, those of masters as well as boys. I was 
allowed to join in no plays. Nor did 1 Irani 
anything, for I was taught nothing. The only 
expense, except that of books, to which a house- 
hoarder was then subject, was the fee to a tutor, 
amounting, I think, to ten guineas. My tutor took me 
without the fee; but when 1 heard him declare* the fact 
in the pupil-room before the boys, I hardly frit grateful 
for the chanty. 1 was never a coward, and eared for a 
thrashing as little as any boy, but one cannot make a 
stand against the acerbities of three hundred tyrants 
without a moral courage of which at that time I pos- 
sessed none. I know that I skulked, and was odious to 
the eyes of those 1 admired and envied, At last I was 
driven to rebellion, and there came a great light at 
the end of which my opponent bad to IK* taken hotm* for 
a while. If these words be ever printed, I trust that 
some schoolfellow of those days may still be left alive 
who will be able in say that, in dainting tlif' Miltf.trv 
glory of my school days, I am not making a fal'-o fM,i-.f, 
1 wish 1 could give some adnpi.tte picture *l thr 
gloom of that farmhouse. My elder brother- Tom as 
1 must call him in my narrative, though ihr xvMt'M, 1 
think, knows him best as Adoiphuv -was at i Ki^ni. 
My father and I lived together, hi* having no njratr* 
of living except what came from the farm. My mrwi v 
tells me that he was always in debt to ln\ LtmUoiti am! 
lo the tradesmen lie employed, < *f srH-in*Jl^rju-r no 
one cutild accuse him. Our UtWc wa;. pwui'd, I tlunk, 



iz AN 

than that of the bailiff who still linn;; m\ ^ 

tercd fortunes. The furniture WUN MUMH _ ur s * 

There was a large rambling kitchen -^ir^ e ^^ scal 

gardener; and many times verbal im'e.ntiv<^ " " ut 

to me, generally, I fear, in vain, to |,;rt i^^ ere nl 

hand at digging and planting. Into the ^ n 

holidays I was often compelled to go,-- iu|, 

much profit. My father's health was very .^^ 

the last ten years of his life, fie .spent nort:rl * ** 

of his time in bed, suffering agony front si^l^ 7 

But he was never idle unless when Miilrri u ->. -.^ ac 

this time commenced a work, ..... an Hu'\*/I* *lticl* 

astica, as he called it, on whirii lir I.tljoxir ri 

moment of his death, it was his anil^ti* *ix t A 

all ecclesiastical terms, inelttdiiu* tlu* firm >t]tl -. 

every fraternity of monks and eu-iv u ^i\^o 11L - t r n 

with all their orders and MiIiii\iMin-.. I T-r nt 
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ing disadvantages, with few or n 1J,, ^ 



with immediate access to no library, br 

most ungrateful task with unHajMiiu,* sml 

he died, three numbers out of ei^bt Juii Itt-eri hi* 1 

by subscription; and are now, 1 !Vir t tiiil^ 

buried in the midst of that huge pile *.f fist He 

the building up of which has i>nkrn M> 

And my father, though !u wntth! trv. a^ t were b 
side wind, to get a useful spurt nf w.rk ont of i 
either in the garden or in the Jiay tlrlif, it:nd cotistar 
an eye to my scholastic iniprvnnrt. !-"r<>m rny v 
babyhood, before those first days at U.uTf >w I had 
take my place alongside of hint as lir ^Ii^ved at 
o'clock in the morning, and say my raiU r tiles from 
Latin Grammar, or repent tlit* c;rrrk ,ilj*tial>ct: - and \ 
obliged at these early Ifssons to h.AI ii iv iiead. inclii 
towards him, so that in the event nf fttflty fault 



MY EDUCATION 13 

might be able to pull my hair without stopping his 
razor or dropping his shaving-brush. No father was 
ever more anxious for the education of his children, 
though I think none ever knew less how to go about 
the work. Of amusement, as far as I can remember, 
he never recognised the need. He allowed himself no 
distraction, and did not seem to think it was necessary 
to a child. I cannot bethink me of aught that he ever 
did for my gratification; but for my welfare, for the 
welfare of us all, he was willing to make any sacri- 
fice. At this time, in the farmhouse at Harrow Weald, 
he could not give his time to teach me, for every hour 
that he was not in the fields was devoted to his monks 
and nuns ; but he would require me to sit at a table 
with Lexicon and Gradus before me; As I look back 
on my resolute idleness and fixed determination to make 
no use whatever of the books thus thrust upon me, or 
of the hours, and as I bear in mind the consciousness of 
great energy in after-life, I am in doubt whether my 
nature is wholly altered, or whether his plan was 
wholly bad. In those days he never punished me, 
though I think I grieved him much by my idleness; 
but in passion he knew not what he did, and he has 
knocked me down with the great folio Bible which he 
always used. In the old house were the two first 
volumes of Cooper's novel, called The Prairie, a relic 
probably a dishonest relic of some subscription to 
Hookham's library. Other books of the kind there was 
none. I wonder how many dozen times I read those 
two first volumes. 

It was the horror of those dreadful walks backwards 
and forwards which made my life so bad. What so 
pleasant, what so sweet, as a walk along an English 
lane, when the air is sweet and the weather fine, and 
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when there is a charm in walking? But here were the 
same lanes four times a day, in wet and dry, in heat 
and summer, with all the accompanying mud and dust, 
and with disordered clothes. I might have been known 
among all the boys at a hundred yards' distance by my 
boots and trousers, and was conscious at all times that 
I was so known. I remembered constantly that address 
from Dr. Butler when I was a little boy. Dr. Longley 
might with equal justice have said the same thing any 
day, only that Dr. Longley never in his life was able 
to say an ill-natured word. Dr. Butler only became 
Dean of Peterborough, but his successor lived to be 
Archbishop of Canterbury. 

I think it was in the autumn of 1831 that my mother, 
with the rest of the family, returned from America. 
She lived at first at the farmhouse, but it was only for a 
short time. She came back with a book written about 
the United States, and the immediate pecuniary suc- 
cess which that work obtained enabled her to take us 
all back to the house at Harrow, not to the first house, 
which would still have been beyond her means, but to 
that which has since been called Orley Farm, and which 
was an Eden as compared to our abode at Harrow 
Weald. Here my schooling went on under somewhat 
improved circumstances. The three miles became half 
a mile, and probably some salutary changes were made 
in my wardrobe. My mother and my sisters, too, were 
there. And a great element of happiness was added 
to us all-in the affectionate and life-enduring friend- 
ship of the family of our close neighbour Colonel 
Grant. But I was never able to overcome or even to 
attempt to overcome the absolute isolation of my 
school position. Of the cricket-ground or racket-court 
I was allowed to know nothing. And yet I longed for 
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these tilings with an exceeding longing. I onrtn! 
popularity with 'i covetousne.ss thai \v;i.s almost nie.m. 
It seemccl to me that there would IK- an Khstuni in the 
intimacy of those very hoys whom 1 was bound to luff* 
because they hated me. Something of the di--ijrare nf 
my school-days has clung 1 to me all throw*, h Itte \t 
that I have ever shunned to speak of ihrm .1 uprnU 
as I am writing now, hut that when I have been lauru-d 
as schoolfellow hy some of those main hisn!f! uh 
were with me either at Harrow of ar \\ ineiji- .ti-r. 1 
have felt that I had no right to talk of thinj^. tiMin nur.f 
of which I was kept in estrangement, 

Through all my father's trouble"* he -fill d ijr* ! 
send me either to Oxford or Cambridge. M* !."! 
brother went to Oxford, and Henry in t 'aiiJi !!;; It 
all depended on my ability in gel some . hoLtr hi}' *U.i! 
would help me to live at the UnlverMU I tu! :..* 
chances. There were exhibitions from Haiinu 
1 never got. Twice I tried for a *.i MI lu, f 
Hall, l>ut in vain, ()mx I made a lnts!<* ,iff* j t 
scholarship at Trinity, ( >xfonl, butt.nhtl.t an 
the idea of a university career u.i .ilt.wttj ! 
very fortunate it was that 1 did mt t. 4r. !, ' 
career with sueh assistanee only a .1 . h! i ?" 
have given me, would have ended m <! t ,.; % , 

When I left Harrow I was all I.i, I--.F 
had at first gone there at seven, I Hit M 
those twelve years no attempt had U * u , ' ? 
me anything but Latin ami tirnl, ,n ! 
attempt to teach me those lani/ttaj*' I ? 
her any lessons either in writing nr ,,n*l u .*, 
and German I certainly wa.% nut t.tt, ">f l " 
tion will scarcely be nvditnl. !uf I #* , f 

have no recollectiuu of other tuition rvq,? ih^i - 
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dead languages. At the school at Sunbury there was 
certainly a writing master and a French master. The 
latter was an extra, and I never had extras. I suppose 
I must have been in the writing master's class, but 
though I can call to mind the man, I cannot call to 
mind his ferule. It was by their ferules that I always 
knew them, and they me. I feel convinced in my mind 
that I have been flogged oftener than any human being 
alive. It was just possible to obtain five scourgings in 
one day at Winchester, and I have often boasted that I 
obtained them all. Looking back over half a century, 
I am not quite sure whether the boast is true; but if 
I did not, nobody ever did. 

And yet when I think how little I knew of Latin or 
Greek on leaving Harrow at nineteen, I am astonished 
at the possibility of such waste of time. I am now a 
fair Latin scholar, that is to say, I read and enjoy the 
Latin classics, and could probably make myself under- 
stood in Latin prose. But the knowledge which I have, 
I have acquired since I left school, no doubt aided 
much by that groundwork of the language which will 
in the process of years make its way slowly, even 
through the skin. There were twelve years of tuition , 
in which I do not remember that I ever knew a lesson ! 
When I left Harrow I was nearly at the top of the 
school, being a monitor, and, I think, the seventh boy. 
This position I achieved by gravitation upwards. I bear 
in mind well with how prodigal a hand prizes used to 
be showered about; but I never got a prize. From 
the first to the last there was nothing satisfactory in 
my school career, except the way in which I licked 
the boy who had to be taken home to be cured 



CHAPTER II 

MY MOTHER 

THOUGH I do not wish in these patfes to #n kick to tin* 
origin of all the Trollopcs, I imist Nay :i feu \Mad-. **i 
my mother, partly because filial duty will ut ;dl"\v im* 
to be silent as to a parent who made for her.eH a * MH 
siderable name in the literature of her day, ;md farih 
because there were circumstances in her e.ireer v,r!f 
worthy of notice. She was the* daughter ot the Ue* . 
William Milton, vicar of Ileeldield, who, a-, v\e!l .r. 
my father, had been a fellow of New i*llfijv "')? 
was nearly thirty when, in iHc><), sht* tnarricd my i'.tihrr. 
Six or seven years a^o a hundle of lovr Irftrr*. I'IMH? !u-s 
to him fell into my hand in a very singulu w,iv, !s.4\ 
ing been found in tlie house of a .stranj^rr, \\h*\ \\iili 
much courtesy, sent them to me. Thry \\rn- fltrji .^ .,,! 
sixty years old, and had l)een writtrn some' I'l-^n-r .ijii 
some after her marriage, over tin* sp.uv i prfli.tp-, .1 
year. In no novel of RiYhanlson'.s eir Mr.s linfjirv'-. 
have I seen a correspondence at tin* s;nnr iim- . -.wrri, 
so graceful, and so well exprrssril fltit ilir numrJ f 
these letters was in the .strange diiirrrsn-r iVv !ire 
to the love-letters of the present d.tv, 1'hry .ttr, .1!! ni' 
them, on square paper, folded and M;tlr!, JM! ,*<1.dfr',' ; rJ 
to my father on circuit ; but the l;uij,jaj.;e in r,i*li, fh.ni-h 
it almost borders on the romantic, is tMWfnJh *h--.rj 5 . 
and fit, without change of a syllable, ii ihr r,,,i-,| 
I? 
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critical eye. What girl now studies the words with 
which she shall address her lover, or seeks to charm 
him with grace of diction? She dearly likes a little 
slang, and revels in the luxury of entire familiarity with 
a new and strange being. There is something in that, 
too, pleasant to our thoughts, but I fear that this phase 
of life does not conduce to a taste for poetry among 
our girls. Though my mother was a writer of prose, 
and revelled in satire, the poetic feeling clung to her to 
the last. 

In the first ten years of her married life she became 
the mother of six children, four of whom died of con- 
sumption at different ages. My elder sister married, 
and had children, of whom one still lives; but she was 
one of the four who followed each other at intervals 
during my mother's lifetime. Then my brother Tom 
and I were left to her, with the destiny before us 
three of writing more books than were probably ever 
before produced by a single family. 1 My married sis- 
ter added to the number by one little anonymous high 
church story, called Chollcrton. 

From the date of their marriage up to 1827, when my 
mother went to America, my father's affairs had always 
been going down in the world. She had loved society, 
affecting a somewhat liberal role and professing an 
emotional dislike to tyrants, which sprung from the 
wrongs of would-be regicides and the poverty of patriot 
exiles. An Italian marquis who had escaped with only 

1 The family of Estiennc, the great French printers of the 
fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, of whom there were at 
least nine or ten, did more perhaps for the production of 
literature than any other family. But they, though they 
edited, and not unfrequently translated the works which 
they published, were not authors in the onjwary sense? 
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a second shirt from the clutches of some urehduke wh.nu 
he had wished to exterminate, or a French /<;W* ; /twv 
with distant ideas of sacrificing himself to ilu- IMUM- ot 
liberty, were always welcome to the modest hospitality 
of her house. In .after years, when in;in|ur.<-. J 
another caste had been gracious to her, she luv.wje .1 
strong Tory, and thought that aivhdtu Iir- % , unr 
sweet. But with her polities were always an aii'.iii .*i 
the heart, as, indeed, were all her cnnvietion. <M 
reasoning from causes, I think that she knew nt!n!u;- 
Her heart was in every way so perfect, her df-nr j" ! 
good to all around her so thorough, and her fw.rf *i 
self-sacrifice so complete, that she generally i:f ! -ell 
right in spite of her want of logir; Imt if nur>! ! 
acknowledged that she was emotional, I t-jin rriii"]!j!-r 
now her books, and can see her at her pursuit'.. Ihr 
poets she loved best: were Dante and Speu^rr. I.til -.hr 
raved also of him of whom all such ladies wt-rr r.n nn: 
then, and rejoiced in the popularity and \\rpt u'i-r the 
persecution of Lord Myron. She was um*it|* th*'.r !M 
seized with avidity on the novels, as they e.nw \j!. nt 
the then unknown Scott, and who could still talk *! tb," 
triumphs of Miss Kdj^eworth, With the ItfiT.ttmr *i 
the day she was familiar, and witli llie piM-f-. *{ !hr 
past. Of other reading I do nt think .%-lir Ind iij.t-.h-n-d 
much. Her life, I take it, fhnurjt bftriK itMu^r.J 
by many troubles, was easy, luxurioir.. ;ind iHr, fdl ;^y 
father's affairs and her own aHpir,tftfr '.rnt Jin in 
America. She had dear friends amoiti* htn.n-v j-.-Mj^r, 
of whom I remember Mathias. llt-nrv T \hhn,, ;uid Mr.-j 
Landon; but till long after middle htV slir nr-u-i IIM 
self wrote a line for publication, 

In 1827 she went to Anirriea, having Isrni |,,ifi;v 
instigated by the social and oininnni:-.!u- ilr.i% -. tS 
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lady whom I well remember, a certain Miss Wright, 
who was, I think, the first of the American female 
lecturers. Her chief desire, however, was to establish 
my brother Henry; and perhaps joined with that was 
the additional object of breaking up her English home 
without pleading- broken fortunes to all the world. At 
Cincinnati, in the State of Ohio, she built a bazaar, and 
I fancy lost all the money which may have been em- 
barked in that speculation. It could not have been 
much, and I think that others also must have suffered. 
But she looked about her, at her American cousins, 
and resolved to write a book about them. This took 
she brought back with her in 1831, and published it 
early in 1832. When she did this she was already 
fifty. When doing- this she was aware that unless 
she could so succeed in making money, there was 
no money for any of the family. She bad never 
before earned a shilling-. She almost immediately 
received a considerable sum from the publishers, if 
I remember rightly, amounting to two sinus of 400 
each within a few months; and from thai moment: till 
nearly the time of her death, at any rate for more than 
twenty years, she was in the receipt of a considerable 
income from her writings. It was a late age at which 
to begin such a career. 

The Domestic Manners of the Americans was the first 
of a series of books of travels, of which it was probably 
the best, and was certainly the best known. It will not 
be too much to say of it that it had a material effect 
upon the manners of the Americans of the day, and 
that that effect has been fully appreciated by them. 
No observer was certainly ever less qualified to judge 
of the prospects or even of the happiness of a yountj 
people. No one could have been worse adapted by 
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nature for the task of learning 1 whether a nation was in 
a way to thrive. Whatever she saw she judi',-d, ;*.- 
most women do, from her own standing-point. If a 
thing were ugly to her eyes, it ought to In* lU'Jy in all 
ey eSj all d if ugly, it must he had, What th<^n*.h 
people had plenty to eat and clothes to wear, if they 
put their feet upon the tables and did not revcM-ncr 
their betters? The Americans were to IHT inr, ;!i, 
uncouth, and vulgar, and she told them so. 'ih.c 
. communistic and social ideas, which had been M jt MS 
in a drawing-room, were scattered to the \\imlx Hrr 
volumes were very hitter; but they were very i.leu-r, 
and they saved the family from ruin. 

Book followed book immediately. first t\vo ituvds 
and then a hook on Belgium and Western <MTuun>. 
She refurnished the house which I have called Uilry 
Farm, and surrounded us again with moderate i-oin- 
forts. Of the mixture of joviality and industry wliiili 
formed her character, it is almost impossible it> 'jrak 
with exaggeration. The industry was u thirty ,p.itf, 
kept to herself. It was not necessary that auv OM 
who lived with her should see it. She was ;it lirr ui)r 
at four in the morning, and had tinislu-t! hrr work 
before the world had begun to he an>-.rd. Hnl thr 
joviality was all for others. Sin- coiilil |.HJT \u;!: 
other people's legs, eat and drink wiih .shrr \w 
pic's palates, be proud with the histrr ii' uiiirr pmj,! r '-. 
finery. Every mother can do that for hrr iii 
daughters; but she could tin it iW any |*iil \\}jM-. r JMO^, 
and voice, and manners plra.sed IHT/ luni xUsm *!<' 
was at work, the laughter of ilimr ,slu- JM%rd .*-. 4 
pleasure to her. She had unu-h, very tmuh. 1.1 nn,i, 
Work sometimes came hard to lwr t -,o nm. h >.,--,; 
required, for she was CKiravagattt, Mini J,kr| ? j^f 
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money to spend; but of all people I have known slie was 
the most joyous, or, at any rate, the most capable of joy. 

We continued this renewed life at Harrow for 
nearly two years, during which I was still at the 
school, and at the end of which I was nearly nineteen. 
Then there came a great catastrophe. My father, 
who, when he was well, lived a sad life among- his 
monks and nuns, still kept a horse and gig. One day 
in March, 1834, just as it had been decided that I 
should leave the school then, instead o remaining, 
as had been intended, till midsummer, I was sum- 
moned very early in the morning, to drive him up 
to London. He had been ill, and must still have 
been very ill indeed when he submitted to be driven 
by any one. It was not till we had started that he 
told me that I was to put him on board the Ostend 
boat. This I did, driving him through the city down 
to the docks. It was not within his nature to be com- 
municative, and to the last he never told me why 
he was going to Ostend. Something of a general 
flitting abroad I had heard before, but why he should 
have flown first, and flown so suddenly, I did not 
in the least know till I returned. When I got back 
with the gig, the house and furniture -were all in 
the charge of the sheriff's officers. 

The gardener who had been with us In former 
days stopped me as I drove up the road, and with 
gestures, signs, and whispered words, gave me to 
understand that the whole affair horse, gig*, and har- 
ness would be made prize of if I went but a few 
yards farther. Why they should not have been made 
prize of I do not know. The little piece of dishonest 
business which I at once took in hand and carried 
through successfully was of no special service to any 
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of us. I drove the gig into the village, :mtl sold the 
entire equipage to the ironmonger for 17, the exact 
sum which he claimed as being due to himself. I was 
much complimented by the gardener, who seemed to 
think that so much had heen reset led out of the iuv. 
I fancy that the ironmonger was the only gainer by 
my smartness. 

When I got hack to the house a seem* of de\.i-ta 
tion was in progress, which still was not \\ithout it . 
amusement. My mother, through her various trn! !*.,, 
had contrived to keep a certain number of pivny 
pretties which were dear to her heart. They \u*te n**t 
much, for in those days the ornamentation of hou'-r-, 
was not lavish as it is now; 1ml there was some * hm.t, 
and a little glass, a few looks t and a very wdiT.tt- 
supply of household silver. These things, and lining 
like them, were being carried down sun'cjitiiioti-.lv, 
through a gap between the two gardens, on to the prem- 
ises of our friend Colonel (Irani, My two M^-trr-i, 
then sixteen and seventeen, and tin* < insist *;ir1--, 
who were just younger, were the chief marauder-.. 
To such forces I was happy to add mvM'li iW mv 
enterprise, and between us we rheafrd life etvdifoi-* 
to the extent of our powers, amidst tin* atutht-m.r.. 
but good-lnnnonred abstinence' from prr-ona! \:.*, 
lencc, of the men in eliargt* (f the pmprriy. I '!;!! 
own a few books that wen* thus purloined. 

For a few days the whole family liiv. ',,{, f,, 1 M"!T 
the Colonel's liospitable roof, caret! fir a?'! t^i, | 
by that dearest of all women, his uif'V, J bn v,- ' .* 
lowed my father to Belgium, and r%f;tW" ] t d , - t * i!, 
in a large house just outside ihe \va!I" M| |'i- t \t 
this time, and till my father's cle;uli. r.,','l 
done with money carnal by my umilKT. r h* , . t , .i j 
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furnished the house, this being the third that she had 
put in order since she came back from America two 
years and a half ago. 

There were six of us went into this new banishment. 
My brother Henry had left Cambridge and was ill. 
My younger sister was ill. And though as yet we 
hardly told each other that it was so, we began to feet 
that that desolating fiend, consumption, was among 
us. My father was broken-hearted as well as ill, 
but whenever he could sit at his table he still worked 
at his ecclesiastical records. My elder sister and I 
were in good health, but I was an idle, desolate hanger- 
on, that most hopeless of human beings, a hobble- 
dehoy of nineteen, without any idea of a career, or 
a profession, or a trade. As well as I can remember 
I was fairly happy, for there were pretty girls at 
Bruges with whom I could fancy that I was in love ; and 
I had been removed from the real misery of school. 
But as to my future life I had not even an aspiration. 
Now and again there would arise a feeling that it 
was hard upon my mother that she should have to do 
so much for us, that we should be idle while she was 
forced to work so constantly; but we should probably 
have thought more of that had she not taken to work 
as though it were the recognised condition of life 
for an old lady of fifty-five. 

Then, by degrees, an established sorrow was at 
home among us. My brother was an invalid, and the 
horrid word, which of all words were for some years 
after the most dreadful to us, had been pronounced. 
It was no longer a delicate chest, and some temporary 
necessity for peculiar care, but consumption! The 
Bruges doctor had said so, and we knew that he was 
rigiit. From that time forth my mother's most visible 
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occupation was that of nursing. There were two sick 
men in the house, and hers were the hands that tended 
them. The novels went on, of course. We had already 
learned to know that they wotdd he forthcoming at 
stated intervals, -and they always were forthcoming. 
-The doctor's vials and the ink-bottle held equal places 
in my mother's rooms. I have written many novels 
under many circumstances; but I doubt much whether 
I could write one when my whole heart was by the bed- 
side of a dying son. Her power of dividing herself 
into two parts, and keeping her intellect by itself 
clear from the troubles of the world, and fit for the 
duty it had to do, I never saw equalled.' I do not think 
that the writing of a novel is the most difficult task 
which a man may be called ujxm to do; but it is a tank 
that may be supposed to demand a spirit fairly at ease, 
The work of doing it with a troubled spirit killed Sir 
Walter Scott. My mother went through it unseat hed 
in strength, though she performed all the work of day- 
nurse and night-nurse to a sick household /--for there 
were soon three of them dying. 

At this time there came from some quarter an offer 
to me of a commission in an Austrian cavalry regi- 
ment; and so it was apparently my destiny to be a 
soldier. Hut I must first learn (iernum and I f 'r'Heh. of 
which languages I knew almost nothing. For this a 
year was allowed me, and in order that it luijjht be 
accomplished without expense. 1 undertook the duties 
of a classical usher lo a school then kept by William 
Drtiry at Brussels, Kir, Mrury had been one of the 
masters at i larnnv when 1 went there at seven years 
old, and is now, after an interval of Jiffy three years, 
even yet officiating' as clergyman at that place, 1 To 
1 ile died two year* after these won!:, vveie written. 
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Brussels I went, and my heart still sinks within me 
as I reflect that any one should have Intrusted to me 
the tuition of thirty boys. I can only hope that those 
boys went there to learn French, and that their parents 
were not particular as to their classical acquirements. 
I remember that on two occasions I was sent to take 
the school out for a walk; but that after the second 
attempt Mrs. Drury declared that the boys' clothes 
would not stand any further experiments of thai kind. 
I cannot call to mind any learning 1>y nie of Bother 
languages; but as I only remained in that position for 
six weeks, perhaps the return lessons had not been 
as yet commenced. At the end of the six weeks a 
letter reached me, offering me a clerkship in the (len- 
eral Post Office, and I accepted it. Among my mother's 
dearest friends she reckoned Mrs. Freeling, the wife 
of Clayton Freeling, whose father, Sir Francis IYee- 
ling, then ruled the Post Office. She had hoard of 
my desolate position, and had begged from her father- 
in-law the offer of a berth in his own office. 

I hurried back from Brussels to Bruges on my way 
to London, and found that the number of invalids had 
been increased. My younger sister, Kinily, who, whoa 
I had left the house, was trembling on the balance,- 
who had been pronounced to be delicate, but with 
that false-tongued hope which knows the truth, but 
will lie lest the heart should faint, had been called 
delicate, but only delicate, was now ill. Of course 
she was doomed. I knew it of both of them, though I 
had never heard the word spoken, or had spoken it to 
any one. And my father was very 111, ill to dying, 
though I did not know it. And my mother had decreed 
to send my elder sister away to England, thinking 
that the vicinity of so much sickness might be injurious 
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to her. All this happened late in the autumn "I* I\U. 
in the spring of which year we had come to !'.ni};<".. 
and then rny mother was left alone in a bii: hoU'-r <ut 
side the town, with two Belgian women MTV ants to. 
nurse these dying patients the patients brim: lirr hir* 
band and children and to write novels for tin* MI fi- 
nance of the family! It was about this prriil of hrr 
career that her beat novels were written. 

To my own initiation at the Post Oiu'cr I \vtl! rrtwn 
in the next chapter. Just before 4 Christina'* my biothrr 
died, and was buried at Bruges. In the t'ollnvvw^ l-'rJi- 
ruary my father died, and was buried a!oiit*",j!r oi him, 
and with him died that tedious task oi In , \O !$ 
I can only hope may have solaced many t lit 1 i? f 
hours. I sometimes look back, meditating ti h v 
together, on his adverse fate. He was 4 m.ui < n* 1 v 
educated, of great parts, with imnu-UM' i ,ifu it\ i 
work, physically strong very much leyoml tin* u* M 
of men, addicted to no vices, carried oft'' by ** j, -. 
affectionate by nature, most anxious for thr v,*' 
of his children, born to fair fortnm-s. \\lu^ \\l*\, * 
started in the world, may lie said to !u\v li >4 r, j 
thing at his feet. MtU ovm-thini: ui'iif \\i tt \ t b 
him. The touch of bis band MrwrtJ !* r. ir i , < - 
lie embarked in one hopeless efiirrprt-.r ;ttf i .r 
spending on each all the money h- *-ntl! ,1:1,, : - 
command. .But the worse cur.%r to htm tt .! v. 4 
temper so -irritable that even fhm r w ij m |. r j 
the best could not endure it, \\Y \\vrr . !! n t ., ] 
from him, and yet I believe that br w-.ul.J luu fc ] - 
his heart's blcx>d for any of ws. lli% Ju r .1 | | 4 ... , t 
was one long tragedy. 

After his death my mother rimvrtl to I , r ! ,i ! , * 4 
took and furnished a Mnall boii-.c .n I i' V,;.^ ',' , 
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Barnet I was then a clerk in the London Post Office, 
and I remember well how gay she made the place with 
little dinners, little dances, and little picnics, while she 
herself was at work every morning long before others 
had left their beds. But she did not stay at lladley 
much above a year. She went up to London, where 
she again took and furnished a house, from which my 
remaining sister was married and carried away into 
Cumberland. My mother soon followed her, and on 
this occasion did more than take a house. She bought 
a bit of land, a field of three acres near the town, 
and built a residence for herself. This, I think, was 
in 1841, and she had thus established and re-established 
herself six times in ten years. But in Cumberland she 
found the climate too severe, and in 1844 she moved 
herself to Florence, where she remained till her death 
in 1863. She continued writing up to 1856, when she 
was seventy-six years old, and had at that time pro- 
duced 114 volumes, of which the first was not written 
till she was fifty. Her career offers great encourage- 
ment to those who have not begun early in life, but 
are still ambitious to do something before they depart 
hence. 

She was an unselfish, affectionate, and most indus- 
trious woman, with great capacity for enjoyment and 
high physical gifts. She was endowed too, with much 
creative power, with considerable humour, and a 
genuine feeling for romance. But she was neither 
clear-sighted nor accurate; and in her attempts to 
describe morals, manners, and even facts, was unable 
to avoid the pitfalls of exaggeration. 



CHAPTER III 

THE (1ENKRAL POST CiFHC'B 



WHILE I was still learning 1 my duty as an ir-jirr at 
Mr. Dairy's school at Brussels^ 1 wa* summoni-d t 
my clerkship in the London Post Uf'iuv, and on n;v 
way passed through Bruges. I then saw my lather asul 
my brother Henry for the last time. A saddrr hon-r 
hold never was held together. They uere all dyimt; 
except my mother, who would sit up ni^ht after nii.'-- T 
nursing the dying' ones and writing novels the while, 
so that there might he a decent roof tor them !** 
die under. 1 Ia<l she failed tu write the t*v-l'.. I !** 
not know where the roof would Iiave hn-u t*nui*l. If 
is now more that forty years ago, and InnKiu^ h.i.-k 
over so long a lapse of time I ran tell the ->lm\, \\i^\\- t -]\ 
it: he the story of my own father and mother, f mv v. tt 
brother and sister, almost as coldly a-. I b,u i !! 
done some seene of inteinletl patlin% in ijriiMu; lu:T lli.if 
scene was indeed full (f pathos. I \\. r , t) |rn j-.'/fiirr-- 
alive to the blighted amliition <H* my f.tihrr* . htr, .i?;I 
becoming alive also t the x-ioli^nee n! the -.H.^U \\h\-h 
my mother was enduring. Hut 1 t*ou!l do n.^hm,; !^>t 
go and leave them, 'i'herr wa*., sonirtljinj; ilt.ii t .t ; i 
forted me in the idea that I need nc Ionian tu- 4 !iu*!ni., 
a fallaciotis idea,, as it snon prmrd, M\ v;!,nv w.r * * 
V 90 a year, and on that I was to Itvr m London, 
ay 
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keep up my character as a gentleman, and he happy. 
That I should have thought this possible at the age ot 
nineteen, and should have been delighted at being able 
to make the attempt, does not surprise me now; but 
that others should have thought it possible, friends 
who knew something of the world, does astonish me. 
A lad might have done so, no doubt, or might do so 
even in these days, who was properly looked after and 
kept under control, on whose behalf some law of life 
had been laid down. Let him pay so much a week for 
his board and lodging, so much for his clothes, so much 
for his washing, and then let him understand that he 
nas shall we say? sixpence a clay left for pocket- 
money and omnibuses. Any one making the calcula- 
tion will find the sixpence far too much. No such cal- 
culation was made for me or by me. It was supposed 
that a sufficient income had been secured to me, and 
that I should live upon it as other clerks lived. 

But as yet the 90 a year was not secured to me. 
On reaching London I went to my friend Clayton 
Freeling, who was then secretary at the Stamp Office, 
and was taken by him to the scene of my future labours 
in St. Martin's le Grand. Sir Francis Freeling was 
the secretary, but he was greatly too high an official 
to be seen at first by a new junior clerk. 1 was taken, 
therefore, to his eldest son Henry Freeling, who was the 
assistant secretary, and by him I was examined as to 
my fitness. The story of that examination is given 
accurately in one of the opening chapters of a novel 
written by me, called The Three Clerks. If any reader 
of this memoir would refer to that chapter and sec how 
Charley Tudor was supposed to have been admitted 
into the Internal Navigation Office, that reader will 
learn how Anthony Trollope was actually admitted 
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into the Secretary's office of the General Post 
Office in 1^34. I was asked to copy some lines 
from the Times newspaper with an old quill pen, 
and at once made a scries of blots and false spell- 
ings. "That won't do, yon know," said Henry Freeling 
to his brother Clayton. Clayton, who was my friend, 
urged that I was nervous, and asked that I might be 
allowed to do a bit of writing at home and bring- it as 
a sample on the next day. I was then asked whether 
I was a proficient in arithmetic. What could I say? I 
had never learned the multiplication table, and had no 
more idea of the rule of three than of conic sections. 
"I know a little of it,' 1 1 said humbly, whereupon I 
was sternly assured that on the morrow, should I suc- 
ceed in showing that my handwriting was all that it 
ought to be. 1 should be examined as to that little of 
arithmetic. If thai little should not be found to com- 
prise a thorough knowledge of all the ordinary rules, 
together with practised and quick skill, my career in 
life could not be made at the Post Office, doing down 
the main stairs of the building, stairs which have I 
believe been now pulled down to make room for sorters 
and stampers,- Clayton bYeeling told me not to be too 
clown-hearted. I was myself inclined to think that I 
had better go back to the school in Brussels. But 
nevertheless I went to work, and under the surveil- 
lance of my elder brother made a beautiful transcript 
of four or five pages of d'ibbon. With a faltering 
heart I took these <w the next day to the office. With 
my caligraphy I was contented, but was certain that 
I should come to the- ground among 1 the figures. But 
when I got to "The < irand/* as we used to call our 
office in those days, from its site in St. Martin's le 
Grand, I was seated at a desk without any further 
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reference to my competency. No one condescended 
even to look at my beautiful penmanship- 

That was the way in which candidates for the Civil 
Service were examined in my young clays. It was 
at any rate the way in which I was examined. Since 
that time there has been a very great change indeed;- 
and in some respects a great improvement. But in 
regard to the absolute fitness of the young" men selected 
for the public service, I doubt whether more harm has 
not been done than good. And I think that good might 
have been done without the harm. The rule of the 
present day is, that every place shall be open to public 
competition, and that it shall be given to the best 
among the comers. I object to this, that at present 
there exists no known mode of learning who i.s best, 
and that the method employed has no tendency to elicit 
the best. That method pretends only to decide who 
among a certain number of lads will best answer a 
string of questions, for the answering of which they 
are prepared by tutors, who have sprung" up for the 
purpose since this fashion of election has been adopted. 
When it is decided in a family that a boy shall " try 
the Civil Service," he is made to undergo a certain 
amount of cramming. But such treatment has, I 
maintain, no connection whatever with education. The 
lad is no better fitted after it than he was before for 
the future work of his life. But his very success (Ills 
him with false ideas of his own educational standing, 
and so far unfits him. And, by the plan now in vogue, 
it has come to pass that no one is in truth responsible 
either for the conduct, the manners, or even for the 
character of the youth. The responsibility was per- 
haps slight before; but existed, and was on the increase. 

There might have been, in some future time of 
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still increased wisdom, there yet may be, a de 
established lo test the fitness of acolytes \vif limit 
recourse to the dangerous optimism of competitive 
choice. I will not say but thai there should h.ne been 

some one to reject mo,- though 1 will have tin- h.ndi 

hood to say that, had I boon so rejected, the 'u :! 
Service wmild have lost a valuable pnblsr ;,en>mi. 
This is a statement that will not, I think, be dniied 
-by those who, after 1 am gone, may remember am 
thing of my work. Lads, no doubt, should nut !< 
admitted who have nono of the small aequuvnu-ns 
that are wanted. Our offices should not be s!u< ! 
in which writing and early los.sous in j.'.eui.r.tp;!'. , 
arithmetic, or I'Yench should be learned, Hut all i!u! 
could be ascertained without the perils f couipeit!;-, 
examination. 

The desire to insure the efficiency of the \mm^ men 
selected, has not been the only object peih-tp-. ji"f 
the chief objectof those who have yie!!'d in ih" > 
matter to the arguments of the reformer.-.. Tbriv h >1 
arisen in luigland a system of patronage, mtder wlit-h 
it had become gradually necessary for' p^liivutr. i- 
use their influence for the purchase of poliiie.d MtppMj!. 
A member of the 1 louse of Commons, holdup ^r.-. ?-,, 
who might chance to have five clerkships to ^hr ,i\wsy 
in a year, found himself compelled to dt--tt ftnttr ti?mi 
among thos( who sent him to the Hou-^e. In tlir-. 
there was ziothing pleasant to the distributer i* p.i!j':-. 
age. Do away with the .system ;tltjrihri\ .iiil hr *.:! 
have as much chance of support as another, 1 1- iMj-u-ird 
his patronage only because anithir <iit! M* ;il\u, Thr 
beggings, the refttsiugs. the jealtisii"., flu- i-ni .p.j- 
donee, were simply troublesome. ( itMitlemen i-.i M. - 
were not therefore iu<lispo-.el t ri! tlirju-*-!\r . .. ^.- 
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care of patronage. I have no doubt their hands are 
the cleaner and their hearts are the lighter; but I do 
doubt whether the offices are on the whole better 
manned. 

As what I now write will certainly never be read 
till I am dead, I may dare to say what no one now 
does dare to say in print, though some of us whisper 
it occasionally into our friends' ears. There are places 
in life which can hardly be well filled except by 
" Gentlemen." The word is one the use of which 
almost subjects one to ignominy. If I say that a judge 
should be a gentleman, or a bishop, I am met with a 
scornful allusion to " Nature's Gentlemen." Were I 
to make such an assertion with reference to the House 
of Commons, nothing that I ever said again would 
receive the slightest attention. A man in public life 
could not do himself a greater injury than by saying 
in public that the commissions in the army or navy, 
or berths in the Civil Service, should be given exclu- 
sively to gentlemen. He would be defied to define the 
term, and would fail should he attempt to do so. But 
he would know what he meant, and so very probably 
would they who defied him. It may be that the 
son of a butcher of the village shall become as well 
fitted for employments requiring gentle culture as the 
son of the parson. Such is often the case. When 
such is the case, no one has been more prone to 
give the butcher's son all the welcome he has mer- 
ited than I myself; but the chances are greatly in 
favour of the parson's son. The gates of the one 
class should be open to the other; but neither to the 
one class nor to the other can good be done by de- 
claring that there are no gates, no barrier, no differ- 
ence, The system of competitive examination is, I 
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think, based on a supposition that there is no 
difference. 

I got into my place without any examining. Ink- 
ing hack now, I think I can see with accuracy what 
was then the condition of my own mind and intel 
ligcncc. Of things to he learned ly lessons f knew 
almost less than could he supposed possible alter flte 
amount of schooling I had received. I could read 
neither I'Yeneh, Latin, nor Greek. I could speak n 
foreign language, and I may as well say here a-. 
elsewhere that 1 never acquired the power of rrallv 
talking French. 1 have heen able la order my dinner 
and take a railway ticket, but never got much he\ond 
that. Of the merest rudiments of the sdenee% 1 \v.r, 
completely ignorant. My handwriting was in truth 
wretched. My spelling was imperfect. There \va\ IM 
subject as to which examination would have heeit pr. 
siblc on which 1 could have gom* through an rwuti--- 
nation otherwise than disgracefully. And yet I think 
I knew more than the average young men of tltr *,t!itr 
rank who began life at nineteen, I could have ^i\-fi 
a fuller list of the names of the jmets nf all ^>nuiitir -, 
with their subjects and period^ and pruktUv **l* 
historians, -than many others; and had, pnhap-., * 
more accurate idea of the inanwr in \\liiih in\ u 
country was governed. I knew the n.nnr-, ^i ,s!t tip-- 
Bishops, all the Judges, all the IIr;^K t i uJlr^r-,, ,j,J 
all the Cabinet Ministers, iut a very U'.rtni kti\\!^U;r 
indeed, but one that bad not bent acijitirrt 
other matter which was won* useful, I !s.i! i r.i 
speare and l>yroa and Scott, and nnild i.ilk .i 
The music of the Miltonio line wa% f.tuith.u 
had already made tip my ititud thai /'M*/*- if-;,f 
was the la>t novel in the Jvnli>h knii,ir, 
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which I only partially withdrew after a second reading 
of Ivanhoe, and did not completely bestow elsewhere 
till Esmond was written. And though I would occa- 
sionally break down in my spelling, I could write a 
letter. If I had a thing to say, I could so say it in written 
words that the readers should know what I meant, 
a power which is by no means at the command of 
all those who come out from these competitive exami- 
nations with triumph. Early in life, at the age of fifteen, 
I had commenced the dangerous habit of keeping a 
journal, and this I maintained for ten years. The 
volumes remained in my possession unregarded never 
looked at till 1870, when I examined them, and, 
with many blushes, destroyed them. They convicted 
me of folly, ignorance, indiscretion, idleness, extrav- 
agance, and conceit But they had habituated me to 
the rapid use of pen and" ink, and taught me how to 
express myself with facility. 

I will mention here another habit which had grown 
upon me from still earlier years, which I myself often 
regarded with dismay when I thought of the hours 
devoted to it, but which, I suppose, must have tended 
to make me what I have been. As a boy, even as a 
child, I was thrown much upon myself. I have 
explained, when speaking of rny school-days, how it 
came to pass that other boys would not play with me. 
I was therefore alone, and had to form rny plays within 
myself. Play of some kind was necessary to me then, 
as it always has been. Study was not my bent, and I 
could not please myself by being all idle. Thus it 
came to pass that I was always going about with some 
castle in the air firmly built within my mind. Nor 
were these efforts in architecture spasmodic, or sub- 
ject to constant change from day to day. For weeks, 
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for months, if I remember rightly, from year to year, 
I would carry on the same tale, binding myself down 
to certain laws, to certain proportions, and proprieties, 
and unities. Nothing 1 impossible was ever tntrodmvd, 
nor even anything" which, from outward circum- 
stances, would seem to he violently improbable. I 
myself was of course my own hero. Such is a IUHV* -.sit v 
of castle-building. But I never became a king, or a 
duke., much less when my height and personal appr.tr 
ance were fixed could I be an Antlnous, or six fivt 
high. I never was a learned man, nor even a philos- 
opher. But I was a very clever person, and beautiful 
young women used to be fond of me. And I -.fi-ovr 
to be kind of heart, and open of hand, and noble in 
thought, despising mean tilings; and altoi;rthrr I \\,r. 
a very much better fellow than I have ever Muvrrd'-d 
in being since. Tins had been the occupation of mv btr 
for six or seven years before* I \\vnt to tin* I*oM < Mil- -, 
and was by no means abandoned when I r<njntctt r! 
my work. There can, I imagine, hardly hr a tufr 
dangerous mental practice; but ! have oHrn d"tiMrl 
whether, had it not been my praetiet*. I %li mil r\rr 
have written a novel. T learned in thk way to nuw- 
tain an interest in a fictitious ,story, t dwrll nn a \\.nK 
created by my own imaginatin, am! in Jjw ni ,t u-;-|,l 
altogether outsidt* the world of my own fr.;itrTu! hir. 
In after years I have done tin* saiur, with ilir, ilsfirr- 
once, that I have discarded thr !irn> uf my i-.n 1 ' *lrr,jij%, 
and have been able* to lay my own ttlrsttiu .r.jilr. 

1 must certainly acknowlrd^ tint thr j'n-.t -,r\ r n 
years of my oflicial life \\rr* n-iihcr t-ib'.jV-)r IM 
myself nr useful to thf pubhi* M*r\ii-f. !!,-, r -.r, <-n 
years were passed in London* ami t!wim* flir. p.-j*-. .<! 
of my life it wa:% my duly to h t * j*rr-.rnt 



\n 
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at the office punctually at 10 A. M. I think I com- 
menced my quarrels with the authorities there by 
having in my possession a watch which was always ten 
minutes late. I know that I very soon achieved a 
character for irregularity, and came to be regarded 
as a black sheep by men around me who were not 
themselves, I think, very good public servants. From 
time to time rumours reached me that if I did not take 
care I should be dismissed; especially one rumour in 
my early days, through my dearly beloved friend Mrs. 
Clayton Freeling, who, as I write this, is still living, 
and who, with tears in her eyes, besought me to think 
of my mother. That was during the life of Sir Francis 
Freeling, who died, still in harness, a little more 
than twelve months after I joined the office. And yet 
the old man showed me signs of almost affectionate 
kindness, writing to me with his own hand more than 
once from his death-bed. 

Sir Francis Freeling was followed at the Post Office 
by Colonel Maberly, who certainly was not my friend. 
I do not know that I deserved to find a friend in my 
new master, but I think that a man with better judg- 
ment would not have formed so low an opinion of 
me as he did. Years have gone by, and I can write 
now, and almost feel, without anger; but I can remem- 
ber well the keenness of my anguish when I was treated 
as though I were unfit for any useful work. I did 
struggle not to do the work, for there was nothing 
which was not easy without any struggling but to 
show that I was willing to do it. My bad character 
nevertheless stuck to me, and was not to be got rid 
of by any efforts within my power. I do admit that I 
was irregular. It was not considered to be much 
in my favour that I could write letters which was 
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mainly the work of our office rapidly, correctly, and 
to the purpose. The man \vlio came at ten, and who 
was always still at his desk at half past four, was 
preferred he fore me, though when at his desk he nm;ht 
be less efficient Such preference was no doubt proper; 
but, with a little encouragement, I also would have 
been punetual. I g-ot credit, for nothing and was 
reckless. 

As it was, the condurt of some of us wa <; . very 
bad. There was a comfortable sitlin.L 1 , room up '4air-, 
devoted to the use of some one of our number v\!u> 
in turn was re(|tiired to rrmain in the place all tm;hf. 
Hither one or two of us would adjourn at'fri hm h, 
and i)l ay ccartc for an hour or two. I *!*> n*! \.:i^\\ 
whether such ways are possible now in onr publi.' 
offices. And here we used to have supper-, and rani 

parties at ni^'ht threat symposiums \\ith u;n'!i MMM*. 

in^- of lohacco; for in our part of ih< bni'dMu: 
there lived a whole bevy of clerks. Thr-.r \\rir ; i:!l* 
men whose duty it thru wa,% to inal,r np an*! i? !-, 
the foreign mails. I d<> nt n-nicnilM-r thai flu \ v. .'tlr.l 
later or earlier than tlu* ttltrr Mrtin;,: ilnl.--; !^.! !h-:* 
was supposed to be somrfhuu^ sprrial in t' ! i-i;*!i IrH'-r-., 
which required that th<' mm \vh hai^llr,! !!;. !-,,,^!,I 
have minds undisirarfrd bv th* Mntrr v, "jM M:*-ir 
salaries, too, wrrc higher than tli*-r ni" t'lr-r v.i.f** 
homely brethren: and th*y paid !i*i!m:>, i-a r.i.--r 
lodgings, ronsrrpu-ntly Ihi-rc* wa-. ;i r:ir ,/.. ; * L.-I 
set in those aparfnicfif< t rjvrtt ! car*!-. ; k ud !. !" 7 .-.-. . .. 
who drank spirits and watrr in ptr-fn ;:. f.. r.-a. I 
was not one of them, but v.,i% a I*<HH! ,!,-.,! ,,,:;. r^ : ,-.: 

T do not know that I 'Jioiiltl iii^^^-^ i,- i .-.:.',:-. 
hy saying much of mv l'f-t iihrc f v pr-. .-!!. .- . -M **; .- 
days. J was always on ihr r \ : c ii bv.r-r !; .;. ; ;- .-! 
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and yet was always striving to show how good a 
public servant I could become, if only a chance were 
given me. But the chance went the wrong way. On 
one occasion, in the performance of my duty, I had 
to put a private letter containing bank-notes on the 
secretary's table, which letter I had duly opened, as 
it was not marked private. The letter was seen by 
the Colonel, but had not been moved by him when he 
left the room. On his return it was gone. In the 
meantime I had returned to the room, again in the 
performance of some duty. When the letter was 
missed I was sent for, and there I found the Colonel 
much moved about his letter, and a certain chief clerk, 
who, with a long face, was making suggestions as to 
the probable fate of the money. " The letter has been 
taken," said the Colonel, turning to me angrily, " and, 

by G ! there has been nobody in the room but 

you and I." As he spoke, he thundered his fist down 

upon the table. "Then," said I, "by G ! you 

have taken it." And I also thundered my fist down; 
but, accidentally, not upon the table. There was 
there a standing movable desk, at which, I presume, 
it was the Colonel's habit to write, and on this movable 
desk was a large bottle full of ink. My fist unfortu- 
nately came on the desk, and the ink at once flew up, 
covering the Colonel's face and shirt-front. Then it 
was a sight to see that senior clerk, as he seized a 
quire of blotting-paper, and rushed to the aid of his 
superior officer, striving to mop up the ink ; and a sight 
also to see the Colonel, in his agony, hit right out 
through the blotting-paper at that senior clerk's unof- 
fending stomach. At that momant there came in the 
Colonel's private secretary, with the letter and the 
money, and I was desired to go back to my own room. 
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This was an incident not much in my favour, though 
I do not know that it did me special harm. 

I was always in trouble. A voting \vnman down 
in the country had taken it into her head that slu 
would like to marry me, and n very foolish voting 
woman she must have heen to entertain such a xvMi. 
I need not tell that part of the story more at length, 
otherwise than by protesting 1 that no youm: "^ J * in 
such a position was ever mneh less to blame than I 
had heen in this. The invitation had conic from her, 
and I had lacked the pluck to j^'ivc it a derided nrijativr; 
but I had left the house within half an hour, f^tm*' 
awav without my dinner, and had never returned tu 
it. Then there was a correspondence, if that can 1*** 
called a correspondence in which all the letter*; c.mu* 
from one side. At last the mother appeared at i!i % 
Post Office. My hair almost stand?, on my head n>w 
as I rememher the figure of the woman walking 3!ifa * 
the big room in which I sat with six or srvrn M!|JT 
clerks, having a lar^e basket on her arm am! ,n 
immense bonnet on IHT head. *!'! inrvi'^rr h,i! 
vainly endeavoured to persuade* her to rnuuiu in th- 
antc-rootn. She followed the* man in, and \v.tlKi?u: ttj> 
the centre of the* room, addressed me in a Ion! v<:'*: 
"Anthony Trollope, when arc* von tf f> wtf t isi,ii!v 
my daughter? f * \V<* have all had mtr \vt-.t H-.MV.U-?:!-^ 
and that was one of my wor^t. I !tvr 
however, and did not marry t!te vntmt 
little incidents were all af*ainM ntr in the n 
And then a certain other J!MM nj ir\ |, 
crept into official view, and ili! me .1 t|] tf i 
shall explain just no\\% I rarely ;ii tlu, ti^. 
money wherewith to pay my bill,. In thi- 
things a certain tailor h:u,l taken iiuin u.r 
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ance for, I think, 12, which found its way into the 
hands of a money-lender. With that man, who lived 
in a little street near Mecklenburgh Square, I formed 
a most heart-rending but a most intimate acquaintance. 
In cash I once received from him 4. For that and 
for the original amount of the tailor's bill, which 
grew monstrously under repeated renewals, I paid 
ultimately something over 200. That is so common 
a story as to be hardly worth the telling; but the 
peculiarity of this man was that he became so attached 
to me as to visit me every day at my office. For a long 
period he found it to be worth his while to walk up 
those stone steps daily, and come and stand behind 
my chair, whispering to me always the same words : 
" Now I wish you would be punctual. If you only 
would be punctual, I should like you to have any- 
thing you want." He was a little, clean, old man, 
who always wore a high starched white cravat 
inside of which he had a habit of twisting his chin 
as he uttered his caution. When I remember the 
constant persistency of his visits, I cannot but feel 
that he was paid very badly for his time and trouble. 
Those visits were very terrible, and can have hardly 
been of service to me in the office. 

Of one other misfortune which happened to me in 
those days I must tell the tale. A junior clerk in the 
secretary's office was always told off to sleep upon the 
premises, and he was supposed to be the presiding 
genius of the establishment when the other members 
of the Secretary's department had left the building. 
On an occasion when I was still little more than a lad, 
perhaps one-and-twenty years old, I was filling 
this responsible position. At about seven in the 
evening word was brought to me that the Queen of, 
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I think Saxony, but T am sure it was n Queen. -- 
wanted to see the night mails sent out. At tins time, 
when there were many mail-coaches, this was a shnw, 
and august visitors would sometimes come to set 4 it. 
But preparation was generally made beforehand, and 
some pundit of the office would he at hand to do the 
honours. On this occasion we were taken by surprise, 
and there was no pundit. I therefore- gave the orders, 
and accompanied her Majesty around the building, 
walking backwards, as I conceived to be proper, and 
often in great peril as I did so, up and down the* stairs. 
I was, however, quite satisfied with my own manner 
of performing an unaccustomed and most impurtant 
duty. There were two old gentlemen with hrr Majesty, 
who, no doubt, were German barons, and an ancient 
baroness also. They had come and, when thry had 
seen the sights, took their departure in two y t \'.\ i >-* 
coaches. As they were preparing to gn t I %,iw th* 
two barons consulting together in deep whispers :tn*l 
then as the result of that conversation our uf them 
handed me a half-a~cnnvn ! That alsn was a fad 
moment. 

I came up to town, as T said before, purporting 
to live a jolly life upon <jo per annum. ! rruuino! 
seven years in the General PON! < >|)irr t and wltm i 
left it my income was t.ja During thr \vhnJr ni 
this time 1 was hopelessly in debt Thnv \u-rr i.. 
intervals, amounting together t nearly tivn vr;ir-,, m 
which I lived with my mutlu-r, and ihctdntr Innl in 
comfort, but even then I was ovrrxvhrhnnl \\iih i!rl,i 
She paid much for me, paid all that 1 .I'ln! firr t,* 
pay, and all that she could find nut that I *m.o!. Ibtt 
who in such a condition evrr tr!K all ; iri l m.iir, 4 
clean breast of it? The drills, of ruwsr. urrr 1^1 
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large, but I cannot think now how I could have lived, 
and sometimes have enjoyed life, with such a burden 
of duns as I endured. Sheriff's officers with uncanny 
documents, of which I never understood anything, 
were common attendants on me. And yet I do not 
remember that I was ever locked up, though I think 
I was twice a prisoner. In such emergencies some one 
paid for me. And now, looking back at it, I have to 
ask myself whether my youth was very wicked. I 
did no good in it; but was there fair ground for 
expecting good from me? When I reached London 
no mode of life was prepared for me, no advice even 
given to me. I went into lodgings, and then had to dis- 
pose of my time. I belonged to no club, and knew 
very few friends who would receive me into their 
houses. In such a condition of life a young man 
should no doubt go home after his work, and spend 
the long hours of the evening in reading good books 
and drinking tea. A lad brought up by strict parents, 
and without having had even a view of gayer things, 
might perhaps do so. I had passed all my life at 
public schools, where I had seen gay things, but had 
never enjoyed them. Towards the good books and 
tea no training had been given me. There was no 
house in which I could habitually see a lady's face 
and hear a lady's voice. No allurement to decent 
respectability came in my way. It seems to me that 
in such circumstances the temptations of loose life 
will almost certainly prevail with a young man. Of 
course if the mind be strong enough, and the general 
stuff knitted together of sufficiently stern material, the 
temptations will not prevail. But such minds and such 
material are, I think, uncommon. The temptation at 
any rate prevailed with me. 
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I wonder how nianv voim;, 1 ; turn I'.ill tuterh t 
pieces from hein^* turned loo.se into London afier lit'* 
same fashion. Mine was, I think, of all phases Hi 
such life the most dangerous. The lad \\l\n is .sen! to 
mechanical work has longer hours, dun'm*; which he 
is kept from danger, an<l has not general! v IM--M 
taught in his hoyhood to anticipate pleasure, Ifr Inn!,, 
for hard work and ^rindim;" circumstances. 1 eertainlv 
had enjoyed hut little pleasure, hut f had hren anioti'/; 
those who did enjoy it and were fauidtt to e\jn' i it, 
And 1 had fdle<! my mind with the idea-. *>! Mj.-h 
joys. 

And now, except during official hur-;. f \\.i-. fn!:i--!v 

without control, without the inlluent-r-, ui' ,tii\ !!,:! 

household aronn<I me. 1 have said Miwrthms; *i' ih.- 

comedy of such life, hut it i-en.tinlv had it-, ff.i/r- 

aspect. Turning it all over in niy <un iniud, a. I 

have constantly <Ion< in after v*;r%, thi* tr.i;*r*.U It., 1 * 

always heen uppermost. And M if 

was passing Could <ht-r<* 

dirt? I would ask my-.r!!"; 

that: there was no escape. 

wretcluul I hated tluMifiiee. 

than all f hated my idleness. I had MIMI !> 

since I left school that the ordv e,trr-r jji I 

my reach was that of an authur, an-1 \\n< t<u 

authorship open to inc.* that of* a untrr ni J;. 

the journal wliieh I read and <Ie-.?iMU-.! ,t 

since, I found thr matter ;trj;ueil tMit t.ri',,ir I 

ill the Post C )fliee two ye.ti 1 --, I'.n h.iiu.-fi! u 

the question, 1 had not tw.m'-. to j. t, i? 5 r 

official life, such as thai to \\huh I lu,| J^ 

duced, there did not M-rm to he ,mv M>m:ii"/ 

success. Pens and paper I o.uM I-MUJIH.UI*! 
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I did not believe to be within my grasp. The drama, 
too, which I would fain have chosen, I believed to 
be above me. For history, biography, or essay writing 
I had not sufficient erudition. But I thought it possi- 
ble that I might write a novel. I had resolved very 
early that in that shape must the attempt be made. 
But the months and years ran on, and no attempt was 
made. And yet no day was passed without thoughts 
of attempting, and a mental acknowledgment of the 
disgrace of postponing it. What reader will not 
understand the agony of remorse produced by such 
a condition of mind? The gentleman from Mecklen- 
burgh Square was always with me in the morning, 
always angering me by his hateful presence, but 
when the evening came I could make no struggle 
towards getting rid of him. 

In those days I read a little, and did learn to read 
French and Latin. I made myself familiar with 
Horace, and became acquainted with the works of our 
own greatest poets. I had my strong enthusiasms, 
and remember throwing out of the window in 
Northumberland Street, where I lived, a volume of 
Johnson's Lives of the Poets, because he spoke sneer- 
ingly of Lycidas. That was Northumberland Street 
by the Marylebone Workhouse, on to the back-door of 
which establishment my room looked out a most 
dreary abode, at which I fancy I must have almost 
ruined the good-natured lodging-house keeper by rny 
constant inability to pay her what I owed. 

How I got rny daily bread I can hardly remember. 
But I do remember that I was often unable to get 
myself a dinner. Young men generally now have 
their meals provided for them, I kept house, as it 
were. Every day I had to find myself with the day's 
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food. For my breakfast I could i;et some credit at 
the lodgings, though that: credit would frequently come 
to an end. But for all that I had often breakfast to pay 
day by day; and at your eating-house credit is not 
given. 1 had no friends on whom I could sponge rctf< 
ularly. Out: on the Fulhnm Road I bad an uncle, but 
his house was four miles from the Post ( Mice, and 
almost as far from my own lod^in^'S. Then came bor- 
rowings of money, sometimes absolute want, and 
almost constant misery. 

Before I tell how it came about that T left this 
wretched life, I must say a word or two of the friend- 
ships which lessened its misfortunes. My earliest 
friend in life was John Men vale, with uhoin 1 h.nl 
been at school at Snnbnry and {farrow, and \\Ito 
was a nephew of my tutor, Harry Drury. ilVniun 
Morivale, who afterwards became my friend, was hi-, 
brother, as is also Charles Merivale. tin* historian and 
Dean of Kly. I knew John when f was ten yrars 
old, and am happy to be able to .say that he r. $tnm: 
to dine with me one day tin's week. 1 lmp< ! nav n^t 
injure his character by Matinjr that in tb-,r d.iv, 
I lived very much with him. lie, too, \vas impem- 
nious, but he had a home in London, :illt \ L !|rw f mf 
little of the sort of pnniry \vbich 1 nuliirr.!. I-'nr 
more than fifty years he and I have* bn-n J,r.r frinu!-.. 
And then there was our \\" . A e whir.r mi", - 
fortunes in life will not permit inc f J: ivr hi-, fulj 
name, but whom I dearly loved. Ur h.i<! ln-ji 4! 
Winchester and at <>\or,i. ,iii<I at l^fh j.U-r-. !s,4 
fallen into trouble. f!e thru t,. v .njr a ... jM,,ljtu',lrr, 
or perhaps I ha*! Itrtter % 4 v trJin, sllj ,| i m ^ f jr * 
took orders. Htif be w.i-. uufortinuifr in all ih'jiu"., 
and died home year:, ;igo in IHHCIIJ. Ik u,r, nJ-4 
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perverse; bashful to very fear of a lady's dress; 
unable to restrain himself in anything-, "but yet with a 
conscience" that was always stinging- him; a loving- 
friend, though very quarrelsome; and, perhaps, of all 
men I have known, the most humorous. And he was 
entirely unconscious of his own humour. He did not 
know that he could so handle all matters as to create 
infinite amusement out of them. Poor W~_ A ~ ! 
To him there came no happy turningr-point at which 
life loomed seriously on him, and then became 
prosperous. 

\V A , Merivale, and I formed a little club, 

which we called the Tramp Society, and subjected to 
certain rules, in obedience to which we wandered oil 
foot about the counties adjacent to London. South- 
ampton was the furthest point we ever reached; but 
Buckinghamshire and Hertfordshire were more dear to 
us. These were the happiest hours o my then life 
and perhaps not the least innocent, although -we were 
frequently in peril from the village authorities whom 
we outraged. Not to pay for any conveyance,, never to 
spend above five shillings a day, to obey all orders from 
:he elected ruler of the hour (this enforced under heavy 
ines), were among our statutes. I would fain tell here 

>ome of our adventures: how A enacted an. 

escaped madman and we his pursuing keepers, and so 
lot ourselves a lift in a cart, from which, we ran away 
is we approached the lunatic asylum; how we were 
urned out of a little town at night, the townsfolk fright- 
ened by the loudness of our mirth; and how we once 
:rept into a hayloft and were wakened in the dark 
aorning by a pitchfork, and how the jiivenile owner 
>f that pitchfork fled through the window when he 
leard the complaints of the wounded man! But the 
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fun was the fun of W- A , and would cease to 

be fun as told by me. 

It was during these years that John Tilley, who has 
now been for many years the permanent senior officer 
of the Post Office, married my sister, whom he took 
with him into Cumberland, where he was stationed as 
one of our surveyors. Lie has been my friend for more 
than forty years ; as has also Peregrine Birch, a clerk 
in the House of Lords, who married one of those dangli-* 
ters of Colonel Grant who assisted us in the raid we 
made on the goods which had been seized by the 
Sheriff's officer at Harrow. These have been the oldest 
and clearest friends of my life, and I can thank God that, 
three of them arc still alive. 

When I had been nearly seven years in the Secre- 
tary's office of the Post Office, always hating my posi- 
tion there, and yet always fearing that I should be dis- 
missed from it, there came a way of escape. There had 
latterly been created in the service a new body of offi- 
cers called surveyors' clerks. There were at that time 
seven surveyors in Knglaml, two in Scotland and three 
in Ireland. To each of these officers a clerk had been 
lately attached, whose duty it was to travel about the 
country under the surveyor's orders. There had been 
much doubt among the young men in the office whether 
they sh<utl<l < ) f .should not ripply for these places. The 
emoluments were good and the work alluring; but there 
was at, first supposed to be something derogatory in the 
position. There was a rumour that the first surveyor 
who got a clerk sent the clerk out to fetch his beer, and 
that another bad called upon his clerk to send the linen 
to the wash. There was, however, a conviction that 
nothing could be worse than the berth of a surveyor's 
clerk in Ireland. The clerks were all appointed, how- 
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ever. To me it had not occurred to ask for anything, 
nor would anything have been given me. But after a 
while there came a report from the far west of Ireland 
that the man sent there was absurdly incapable. It was 
probably thought then that none but a man absurdly 
incapable would go on such a mission to the west of 
Ireland. When the report reached the London office I 
was the first to read it. I was at that time in dire 
trouble, having debts on my head and quarrels with our 
Secretary-Colonel, and a full conviction that my life 
was taking me downwards to the lowest pits. So I 
went to the Colonel boldly, and volunteered for Ireland 
if he would send me. He was glad to be so rid of me, 
and I went. This happened in August, 1841, when I 
was twenty-six years old. My salary in Ireland was 
to be but 100 a year; but I was to receive fifteen shil- 
lings a day for every day that I was away from home, 
and sixpence for every mile that I travelled. The same 
allowances were made in England; but at that time 
travelling in Ireland was done at half the English 
prices. My income in Ireland, after paying my ex- 
penses, became at once 4.00. This was the first good 
fortune of my life. 



CHAPTER IV 

IRELAND MY FIRST TWO NOVELS 
1841-1848 

IN the preceding pages I have given a short record of 
the first twenty-six years of my life,- years of suffer- 
ing, disgrace, and inward remorse. I fear that my 
mode of telling will have left an idea simply of their 
absurdities; but, in truth, I was wretched,- -sometimes 
almost unto death, and have often cursed the hour in 
which I was horn. There had clung to me a feeling 
that I had been looked upon always as an evil, an 
encumbrance, a useless thing, as a creature of whom 
those connected with him had to be ashamed. And I 
feel certain now that in my young days I was so re- 
garded. Even my few friends who had found with me 
a certain capacity for enjoyment were half afraid of 
me. I acknowledge the weakness of a great desire to 
be loved, of a strong wish to be popular with my asso- 
ciates. No child, no boy, no lad, no young man, had 
ever been less so. And I had been so poor, and so little 
able to bear poverty. But from the day on which I set 
my foot in Ireland all these evils went away from me. 
Since that time who has had a happier life than mine? 
Looking round upon all those I know, I cannot put my 
hand upon one. Rut all is not over yet. And, mindful 
of that, remembering how great is the agony of adver- 
sity, how crushing the despondency of degradation, how 
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susceptible I am myself to the misery coming from corx-~ 
tempt, remembering also how quickly good thing's m^lV 
go and evil things come, I am often again tempted tx> 
hope, almost to pray, that the end may be near. TbingT^ 
may be going well now 

" Sin aliquem infandum casuni, Fortuna, minaris ; 
Nunc, o nunc liceat crudelem abrumpere vitarn." 

There is unhappiness so great that the very fear of it 
is an alloy to happiness. I had then lost my father, arid 
sister, and brother, have since lost another sister arid 
my mother; but I have never as yet lost a wife or fc 
child. 

When I told my friends that I was going on this 
mission to Ireland they shook their heads, but saicl 
nothing to dissuade me. I think it must have been evi- 
dent to all who were my friends that my life in London 
was not a success. My mother and elder brother were- 
at this time abroad, and were not consulted; did not 
even know my intention in time to protest against It. 
Indeed, I consulted no one, except a dear old cousin* 
our family lawyer, from whom I borrowed 200 to lielp 
me out of England. He lent me the money, and looked 
upon me with pitying eyes shaking his head. "After 
all, you were right to go/' he said to me when I paid 
him the money a few years afterwards. 

But nobody then thought I was right to go. To be- 
come clerk to an Irish surveyor, in Connaught, with n. 
salary of 100 a year, at twenty-six years of age ! I did 
not think it right even myself, except that anything 
was right which would take me away from the General 
Post Office and from London. 

My ideas of the duties I was to perform were 
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vague, as were also my Ideas of Ireland generally. 
1 litherto I had passed my time, seated at a desk, cither 
writing letters myself, or copying into books those 
which cithers had written. I had never been called upon 
tu dn anything 1 was nnable or unfitted to do. I now 
understood that in Ireland I was to be a deputy-in- 
spector of eotmtry post ofliees, and that among- other 
I him',- to be inspected would be the postmasters' 
accounts! Hut as no other person asked a question as 
to my lit ness for this work, it seemed unnecessary for 
me tu do .so. 

Chi the i5th of September, 1841, I landed in Dublin, 
\ythoiit an acquaintance in the country, and with only 
U\M or three letters of introduction from a brother clerk 
in tin* I'o'-t Ojlire. I had learned to think that Ireland 
U.IN a land tlowiug with fnn and whisky, in which irreg- 
ularity was tlu- rule of life, and where broken heads 
were looked upon as honourable badges. I was to live 
at a place called lanaghcr, on the Shannon, which E 
had heard of because of its having once been conquered, 
though it ha<! heretofore conquered everything, includ- 
ing the devil, And from Banagher my inspecting" tours 
were to 1c made, chiefly into (Ymnaught, but also over 
a .strip of country eastwards which would enable me 
occasionally to run up to Dublin, I went to a hotel 
which was very dirty, and after dinner I' ordered some 
whisky punch. There was an excitement: in this, but 
when fltr ptjiH'lt was gone 1 was very dull. It .seemed M> 
Mrangi* to be in a country in which there was not a 
.single individual whom I had ever spoken to or ever 
MTU. And it was tu be my destiny to go down into 
i'nmtattjtht and adjust accounts, -the destiny u me 
who h;ut never learned the multiplication table, or done 
a MH in long division ! 
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On the next morning I called on the Secretary o the 
Irish Post Office, and learned from him that Colonel 
Maberly had sent a very bad character with me. He 
could not have sent a very good one; but I felt a little 
hurt when I was informed by this new master that he 
had been informed that I was worthless, and must, in 
all probability, be dismissed. "But," said the new mas- 
ter, "I shall judge you by your own merits." From that 
time to the day on which I left the service, I never 
heard a word of censure, nor had many months passed 
before I found that my services were valued. Before a 
year was over, I had acquired the character of a thor- 
oughly good public servant. 

The time went very pleasantly. Some adventures I 
had; two of which I told in the Tales of All Countries, 
under the names of The 0' Conors of Castle Conor, and 
Father Giles of Ballymoy. I will not swear to every 
detail in these stories, but the main purport of each is 
true. I could tell many others of the same nature, were 
this the place for them. I found that the surveyor to 
whom I had been sent kept a pack of hounds, and there- 
fore I bought a hunter. I do not think he liked it, but 
he could not well complain. He never rode to hounds 
himself, but I did; and then and thus began one of the 
great joys of my life. I have ever since been constant 
to the sport, having learned to love it with an affection 
which I cannot myself fathom or understand. Surely 
no man has laboured at it as I have done, or hunted 
under such drawbacks as to distances, money, and nat- 
ural disadvantages. I am very heavy, very blind, have 
been in reference to hunting a poor man, and am 
now an old man. I have often had to travel all night 
outside a mail-coach, in order that I mi#ht hunt: the 
next dav. IS!o r hav? j eyQr been J 
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man. And T have* [Kissed the greater part nf my hunting" 
life under the discipline of the Civil Servieo. P>ut it 
has heen for more than thirty years :i duty to me to ride 
to hounds; and ! have performed that duty with a per- 
Mstent energy. Nothing has ever heen allowed to stand 
in tin* way of hunting, neither the writing of hooks, 
nor the work of the Post Office, nor other pleasures. 
As rnj.tnled the Post ( Mice, it soon seemed to he under- 
stood that 1 was to hunt ; and when my services were 
iv trair.fenvd to Kngland, no word of difficulty ever 
reached me al>out it, 1 have written on very many suh- 
jcefs, and on must of them with pleasure, hut: on no 
subject with such delight as that on hunting, I have 
dragged it into many novels, into too many, no 
(lotiht, !>ut I have always felt myself deprived of a 
legitimate joy when the nature of the tale has not 
allowed we a hunting chapter. Perhaps that which 
gave me flu* greatest delight was the description of a 
run on a horse accidentally taken from another sports- 
man a circumstance which occurred to my clear friend 
Charli". Hnxton, who will In* rememhrred as one of the 
meinhrp. for Surrey, 

It \vu-. altoijHher a very jolly life that I led in Ireland. 
I was always moving atiotit, and soon found myself to 
lie in {KM-tmiarv circumstance*; which were opulent in 
ctitjjpafiMiit with thr>*.e of tuy p:i*< life. The Irish people 
did nut luunler tut*, nor did they even hreak my lu*atl, I 
MMW fniuid thnn f't he gontl liusiiouivd, clever- -the 
wnrking i'!a%scs vrry iitucli more int-llti*eut than those 
of Fug!, in*! tvtinniuii'a!, and hospitaMo. We hear 
liiiu'li *if ilifir spciu'lfliiift nature; Init extravaganee is 
nut flic nature f an Irishman, He will count the shil 
liii* , in a |tnnl iiuicli tiscrr aeeurately than an 1'Jiglish* 
iii.in, and will with much more certainty get twelve 
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On the next morning I called on the Secretary of the 
Irish Post Office, and learned from him that Colonel 
Maberly had sent a very bad character with me. He 
could not have sent a very good one; but I felt a little 
hurt when I was informed by this new master that he 
had been informed that I was worthless, and must, in 
all probability, be dismissed. "But," said the new mas- 
ter, "I shall judge you by your own merits." From that 
time to the day on which I left the service, I never 
heard a word of censure, nor had many months passed 
before I found that my services were valued. Before a 
year was over, I had acquired the character of a thor- 
oughly good public servant. 

The time went very pleasantly. Some adventures 1C 
had; two of which I told in the Tales of All Countries, 
under the names of The 0' Conors of Castle Conor, and 
Father Giles of Ballymoy. I will not swear to every 
detail in these stones, but the main purport of each is 
true. I could tell many others of the same nature, were 
this the place for them. I found that the surveyor to 
whom I had been sent kept a pack of hounds, and there- 
fore I bought a hunter. I do not think he liked it, but 
he could not well complain. He never rode to hounds 
himself, but I did ; and then and thus began one of the 
great joys of my life. I have ever since been constant 
to the sport, having learned to love it with an affection 
which I cannot myself fathom or understand. Surely 
no man has laboured at it as I have done, or hunted 
under such drawbacks as to distances, money, and nat- 
ural disadvantages. I am very heavy, very blind, have 
been in reference to hunting a poor man, and am 
now an old man. I have often had to travel all night 
outside a mail-coach, in order that I might hunt the 
jiext dav. ^Jor have I ever been in truth a good horse-* 
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man. And I have passed the greater part of my hunting 
life under the discipline of the Civil Service. But it 
has been for more than thirty years a duty to me to ride 
to hounds ; and I have performed that duty with a per- 
sistent energy. Nothing has ever been allowed to stand 
in the way of hunting, neither the writing of books, 
nor the work of the Post Office, nor other pleasures. 
As regarded the Post Office, it soon seemed to be under- 
stood that I was to hunt; and when my services were 
re-transferred to England, no word of difficulty ever 
reached me about it. I have written on very many sub- 
jects, and on most of them with pleasure, but on no 
subject with such delight as that on hunting. I have 
dragged it into many novels, into too many, no 
doubt, but I have always felt myself deprived of a 
legitimate joy when the nature of the tale has not 
allowed me a hunting chapter. Perhaps that which 
gave me the greatest delight was the description of a 
run on a horse accidentally taken from another sports- 
man a circumstance which occurred to my dear friend 
Charles Buxton, who will be remembered as one of the 
members for Surrey. 

It was altogether a very jolly life that I led in Ireland. 
I was always moving about, and soon found myself to 
be in pecuniary circumstances which were opulent in 
comparison with those of my past life. The Irish people 
did not murder me, nor did'they even break my head. I 
soon found them to be good-humoured, clever the 
working classes very much more intelligent than those 
of England economical, and hospitable. We hear 
much of their spendthrift nature; but extravagance is 
not the nature of an Irishman. He will count the shil- 
lings in a pound much more accurately than an Enghsh- 
will with much more certainty get twelve 
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pennyworth from each. But they are perverse, irra- 
tional, and but little bound by the love of truth. I lived 
for many years among them not finally leaving the 
country until 1859, and I had the means of studying 
their character. 

I had not been a fortnight in Ireland before I was 
sent down to a little town in the far west of county 
Galway, to balance a defaulting postmaster's accounts, 
find out how much he owed, and report upon his capac- 
ity to pay. In these days such accounts are very simple. 
They .adjust themselves from day to day, and a Post 
Office surveyor has nothing to do with them. At that 
time, though the sums dealt with were small, the forms 
of dealing with them were very intricate. I went to 
work, however, and made that defaulting postmaster 
teach me the use of those forms. I then succeeded in 
balancing the account, and had no difficulty whatever 
in reporting that he was altogether unable to pay his 
debt. Of course, he was dismissed ; but he had been a 
very useful man to me. I never had any further diffi- 
culty in the matter. 

But my chief work was the investigating of com- 
plaints made by the public as to postal matters. The 
practice of the office was and is to send one of its serv- 
ants to the spot to see the complainant and to inquire 
into the facts, when the complainant is sufficiently ener- 
getic or sufficiently big to make himself well heard. A 
great expense is often incurreddor a very small object; 
but the system works well on the whole, as confidence 
is engendered, and a feeling is produced in the country 
that the department has eyes of its own and does keep 
them open. This employment was very pleasant, and 
to me always easy, as it required at its close no more 
than the writing of a report. There were no account$ 
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in this business, no keeping of books, no necessary ma- 
nipulation of multitudinous forms. 1 must tell of one 
such complaint and inquiry, because in its result I think 
it was emblematic of many. 

A gentleman in county t'avan bad complained most 
bitterly of the injury done to him by some arrangement 
of the Post ( Mike. The nature of his grievance has no 
present significance; but it was so unendurable that he 
had written many letters, couched in the strongest lan- 
guage. He was most irate, and indulged himself in 
that scorn which is easy to an angry mind. The place 
was not in my district, but I was borrowed, being young 
and strong, that 1 might remember the edge of his per- 
sonal wrath. It was mid- winter, and I drove up to his 
liou.se, :i .squire's country seat, in the middle of a snow- 
storm, just us it was becoming dark. 1 was on an open 
jaunting car, and was on my way from one little town 
to another, the canst* of bis complaint having reference 
to SOUK* mail conveyance between the two. I was cer- 
tainly very cold, and very wet, and very uncomfortable 
when I entered his house. I was admitted by a butler, 
hut the gentleman himself hurried into the hall. I at 
oner began to explain my business. "God bless me!" 
he said, ** ywi are wet through, John, get Mr. Trollope 
some brandy and water very hot' 1 I was beginning 
my Htnry about the past again when he himself took off 
my flreateoat, and MnRgeHted that 1 should go up to my 
liedroom before I troubled myself with business. "Bed- 
room !" I exclaimed. Then he assured me that he would 
not turn a dog out cm tateh a night as that, and into a 
bedroom I was Mwwn, having ilrst drank the brandy 
and water landing at the drawing-room fire. When I 
eawe down 1 wan introduced to his daughter, and the 
three of us went in to dinner. I shall never forget his 
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righteous indignation when I again brought up the 
postal question on the departure of the young lady. Was 
I such a Goth as to contaminate wine with business? 
So I drank my wine, and then heard the young lady 
sing while her father slept in his armchair. I spent a 
very pleasant evening, but my host was too sleepy to 
hear anything about the Post Office that night. It was 
absolutely necessary that I should go away the next 
morning after breakfast, and I explained that the mat- 
ter must be discussed then. He shook his head and 
wrung his hands in unmistakable disgust, almost in 
despair. "But what am I to say in my report?" I asked. 
"Anything you please," he said. "Don't spare me, i 
you want an excuse for yourself. Here I sit all the 
day -with nothing to do ; and I like writing letters/' I 

did report that Mr. was now quite satisfied with 

the postal arrangement of his district; and I felt a soft 
regret that I should have robbed my friend of his occu- 
pation. Perhaps he was able to take up the Poor Law 
JBoard, or to attack the Excise. At the Post Office, 
nothing more was heard from him. 

I went on with the hunting surveyor at Banagher for 
three years, during which, at Kingstown, the watering" 
place near Dublin, I met Rose Heseltine, the lady who 
has since become my wife. The engagement took place 
when I had been just one year in Ireland ; but there was 
still a delay of two years before we could be married. 
She had no fortune, nor had I any income beyond that 
which came from the Post Office; and there were still a 
few debts, which would have been paid off no doubt 
sooner, but for that purchase of the horse. When I 
had been nearly three years in Ireland we were mar- 
ried on the nth of June, 1844; and, perhaps, I ought 
to name that happy day as the commencement of my 
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better life, rather than the day on which I first landed 
in Ireland. 

I'W though during these three years I had been jolly 
enough, ! had not been altogether happy. The hunting, 
{he whisky punch, the rattling Irish life, of which I 
euuld write a volume of stories were this the place to 
tell them,-- -wen* continually driving from my mind the 
still cherished determination to become a writer of 
novels. When I reached Ireland I had never put pen 
to paper; nor had I done so when I became engaged. 
And when 1 was married, being then twenty-nine, I 
had only written the first volume of my first work. This 
constant putting off of the day of work was a great sor- 
row to me. I certainly had not been idle in my new 
berth, I hud learned my work, so that every one con- 
cerned knew that il was safe in my hands; and I held 
a position altogether the reverse of that in which I was 
always trembling while I remained in London. But 
that did not suffice,* did not nearly suffice. I still felt 
that there might be a career before me, if I could only 
brhif..f myself to begin the work. I do not think I 
much doubted my own intellectual sufficiency for the 
writ. tug of a readable novel. What I did doubt was my 
own industry, and the chances of the market. 

The vigour necessary to prosecute two professions" 
ill the same time is not given to every one, and it was\ 
only lately that I had found the vigour necessary for 
one. There must he early hours, and I had not as yet 
learned tn love early hours. I was still, indeed, a 
young man ; hut hardly young 1 enough to trust myself 
tu iiiid the power to alter the habits of my life. And I 
had hrartl of tin* ttiflieuhies of publishing, a subject of 
which t ahull have tu .say much should I ever bring this 
memoir In a clone. 1 had dealt already with -publishers 
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on my mother's behalf, and knew that many a tyro who 
could fill a manuscript lacked the power to put his mat- 
ter before the public ; and I knew, too, that when the 
matter was printed, how little had then been done 
towards the winning of the battle! I had already 
learned that many a book many a good book 

" is born to blush unseen 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air." 

But still the purpose was strong within me, and the 
first effort was made after the following fashion. I 
was located at a little town called Drumsna, or rather 
village, in the county Leitrim, where the postmaster 
had' come to some sorrow about his money; and my 
friend John Merivale was staying with me for a clay 
or two. As we were taking a walk in that most unin- 
teresting country, we turned up through a deserted 
gateway, along a weedy, grass-grown avenue, till we 
came to the modern ruins of a country house. It was 
one of the most melancholy spots I ever visited. I will 
not describe it here, because I have done so in the first 
chapter of my first novel. We wandered about the 
place, suggesting to each other causes for the misery 
we saw there, and, while I was still among the ruined 
walls and decayed beams, I fabricated the plot of The 
Macdermots of Ballycloran. As to the plot itself, I do 
not know that I ever made one so good, or, at any rate, 
one so susceptible of pathos. I am aware that I broke 
down in the telling, not having yet studied the art. 
Nevertheless, The Macdermots is a good novel, and 
worth reading by any one who wishes to understand 
what Irish life was before the potato disease, the 
famine, ajid the Encumbered Estates Bill. 
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When my friend left me, I set to work and wrote 
tin 1 lirs t chapter or two, Up to this time I had con- 
tinued that practice of castle building of which I have 
spoken; hut now tin* castle I built was among the ruins 
of that old house. The book, however, hung with inc. 
It was only now and then that I found either time or 
energy for a few pages. I commenced the hook in 
September, 1^43, and had only written a volume when 
! was married in June, 18,14, 

My marriage \\as like tin* marriage of other people* 
and of no special interest to any one except my wife 
and me. It. took place at Rotherham, in Yorkshire, 
where her father was the manager of a hank. We were 
not very rich, having about 400 a year on which to 
live, 

Many people would .say that we were two fools 
to encounter such poverty together. I can only reply 
that since that day ! have never been without money 
in niy p'krt, and that I soon acquired tin* means of 
paying what I owed. Nevertheless, more than twelve 
years hud to pa.s over onr heads before I received any 
payment Cur any literary work which afforded an appre- 
ciable* increase to our income. 

Immediately after our marriage, I left the west of 
Ireland and flu* limiting surveyor, and joined another 
In the Miiifh, It wan a better district, and I was enabled 
to live at t'ltmmel, n town of some importance, instead 
of at HaftaKhcr, which is little more than a village, 1 
had not frit myself to be comfortable in my old resi- 
de we* as n married man, On my arrival there sis a 
bachelor I had been received most kindly, but when I 
brought my Knglish wife I fancied that there was a 
feeling that I had hchnvcd baIly to Ireland RiMUTally. 
When a young man han Iwrn received ht>sjitably in an 
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Irish circle, I will not say that it is expect 
that he should marry some young lady in th; 
but it certainly is expected of him that he 
marry any young lady out of it. I had S*vc 
and I was made to feel it. 

There has taken place a great change a 
since the days in which I lived at Banagh 
change so much for the better, that I have 
wondered at the obduracy with which p e 
spoken of the permanent ill condition of th 
Wages are now nearly double what they \ 
The Post Office, at any rate, is paying alnu 
for its rural labour, 95. a week when it used 
and I2s. a week when it used to pay 7; 
have sprung up in almost every villagi 
are paid with more than English punctuality, 
religious enmity between the classes, though 
yet dead, is dying out. Soon after I reached 
in 1841, I dined one evening with a Roman 
I was informed next day by a Protestant ; 
who had been very hospitable to me that 1 mi 
my party. I could not sit both at Protestant 
olic tables. Such a caution would now be : 
in any part of Ireland. Home-rule, no d< 
nuisance, and especially a nuisance because 
fessors of the doctrine do not at all believe 
selves. There are probably no other twent 
England or Ireland who would be so utt< 
founded and prostrated were Home-rule to 
way as the twenty Irish members who profe 
port it in the House of Commons. But it is 
expected that nuisances such as these shoulc 
ished at a blow. Home-rule is, at any rate, 1 
more easily managed than the rebellion at th 
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the las! century; it is better than the treachery of the 
Union ; Ie*s troublesome than C )'( 'onncH's monster meet- 
ings; less dangerous tlian Smith O'Hrien and the battle 
of the cabbage garden at ilallm^'ary, and very much 
less Woody than I'YnianiMu. The descent from O'Con- 
nell to Mr. iutt has been the natural declension of a 
political disease, which we had no rig'ht to hope would 
be cured by any one remedy. 

When I had been married a year my first novel was 
finished, In July, 1^45* I took it with me to the north 
of Kn^land, ami intrusted the MS. to my mother to do 
with it the best, .she could among the publishers in Lon- 
don. N> one had read it but my wife; nor, as far as 1 
am a ware, has any other friend of mine ever read a 
word of my \trit sisg before it was printed. She, I think, 
has so read almost everything, to my very great advan- 
tage in nuittcis of taste. I am sure ! have* never asked a 
friend to ivad a line; m*r have 1 ever read a word of 
my own writing aloud,-- -even to ben With one excep- 
tion, which .shall be mentioned an 1 come to it,- I have 
never consulted a friend as to a plot, or spoken to airy 
one of the work I have been doing, My first manuscript 
1 gave up to my mother, agreeing with her that it would 
he as well that she should not look at it before she gave 
it to a publisher. I knew thai she did not give me credit 
fur the Mrt of I'lcvcrnc'ts necessary for such work. I 
could see in the faces ami hear in the voices of those 
of my friends who wrre around me at the house in 
C'tiiislri'latifl, my mother, iisy ?iMer my brother-in-law, 
anil, I think, my brother,- -that they hat! not expected 
lite In cuisic out a 4 * *ne of the family authors. There 
were three or four in the field he fore me, and it seemed 
to lie aimmt ah*urd thai another should wish to add 
himself U* Uic nuiiilirr, My father had written 
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much, those long ecclesiastical descriptions, quite 
unsuccessfully. My mother had become one of the 
popular authors of the day. My brother had com- 
menced, and had been fairly well paid for his work. My 
sister, Mrs. Tilley, had also written a novel, which was 
at the time in manuscript which was published after- 
wards without her name, and was called Chollerton. 
I could perceive that this attempt of mine was felt 
to be an unfortunate aggravation of the disease. 

My mother, however, did the best she could for me, 
and soon reported that Mr. Newby, of Mortimer 
Street, was to publish the book. It was to be printed 
at his expense, and he' was to give me half the 
profits. Half the profits ! Many a young author ex- 
pects much from such an undertaking. I can, with 
truth, declare that I expected nothing. And I got 
nothing. Nor did I expect fame, or even acknowl- 
edgment. I was sure that the book would fail, 
and it did- fail most absolutely. I never heard of a 
person reading it in those days. If there was any 
notice taken of it by any critic of the day, I did not see 
it. I never asked any questions about it, or wrote a 
single letter on the subject to the publisher. I have 
Mr. Newby's agreement with me, in duplicate, and one 
or two preliminary notes; but beyond that I did not 
have a word from Mr. Newby. I am sure that he did 
not wrong me in that he paid me nothing. It is prob- 
able that he did not sell fifty copies of the work; but 
of what he did sell he gave me no account. 

I do not remember that I felt in any way disappointed 
or hurt. I am quite sure that no word of complaint 
passed my lips. I think I may say that after the publi- 
cation I never said a word about the book, even to my 
wife. The fact that I had written and published it, and 
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that T was writing another, did not in the least inter- 
fere with my life, or with my determination to make 
the best I eould of the Post ( Mice. In Ireland, I think 
that no one knew that. I had written a novel. But 1 
went on writing. The Mttcdernwts was published in 
1847, and The AY//y.v ami the O'AY//yjr followed in 1848. 
I changed my publisher, Intt did not change my Fortune. 
This second Irish story was sent into the world by Mr. 
Cothurn, who had long been my mother's publisher, who 
reigned iu C treat Marlljorough Street, and I believe 
erealed the business which is now carried on by Messrs. 
Hur.st ^ Bluekett. He had previously been in partner- 
ship with Mr. Bentley in Xew Burlington Street. I 
made the same agreement as before as to half profits, 
and with precisely flu* same results, The book was not 
only ii read, but was never heard of, at any rate, in 
Ireland, Ami yet it i* a good Irish story, much inferior 
to 77ii Mticdernwtit as to plot, but superior in the mode 
of telling, Again I held my tongue, and not only satd 
nothing but felt nothing, Any success would, I think, 
have carried me off my legs, but I was altogether pre- 
pared for failure. Though 1 thoroughly enjoyed the 
writing of these books, I did not imagine, when the 
time came for publishing them, that any one would 
condcftcmd to read them. 

Itul in reference to Tltf O7Ci*//yj there arose a eir- 
cumslancc which set my mind to work cm a subject 
which has exercised it much ever since. I made my 
first acquaintance with criticism. A dear friend of mine 
to whom flte l#x>k had hern sent, '-as have all iuy 
JttKk,*~~write me word In Ireland that he had been 
dining at Mime rlifli with a man high in authority 
iitfttiiiff tin* f the Tf*nf* 4 j? newjipaper, and that this 

god had premised that The O'Ketlys 
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should be noticed in that most influential of "organs." 
The information moved me very much; but It set me 
thinking whether the notice, should it ever appear, 
would not have been more valuable, at any rate, more 
honest, if it had been produced by other means ; if, for 
instance, the writer of the notice had been instigated 
by the merits or demerits of the book instead of by the 
friendship of a friend. And I made up my mind then 
that, should I continue this trade of authorship, I 
would have no dealings with any critic on my own be- 
half. I would neither ask for nor deplore criticism, 
nor would I ever thank a critic for praise, or quarrel 
with him, even in my own heart, for censure. To this 
rule I have adhered with absolute strictness, and this 
rule I would recommend to all young authors. What 
can be got by touting among the critics is never worth 
the ignominy. The same may, of course, be said of all 
things acquired by ignominious means. But in this 
matter it is so easy to fall into the dirt. Facilis dc- 
scensus AvernL There seems to be but little fault in 
suggesting to a friend that a few words in this or that 
journal would be of service. But any praise so ob- 
tained must be an injustice to the public, for whose 
instruction, and not for the sustentation of the author, 
such notices are intended. And from such niilcl sugges- 
tion the descent to crawling at the critic's feet, to the 
sending of presents, and at last to a mutual understand- 
ing between critics and criticised, is only too easy. 
Other evils follow, for the denouncing of which this 
is hardly the place; though I trust I may find such 
place before my work is finished. I took 110 notice of 
my friend's letter, but I was not the less careful in 
watching The Times. At last the review came, a real 
review in The Times , ! learnecj it by heart* and eau 
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now give, if not the words, the exact purport. "Of 
The Kelly s and the O'Kcllys we may say what the 
master said to his footman, when the man complained 
of the constant supply of legs of mutton on the kitchen 
table. ' Well, John, legs of mutton are good, substan- 
tial food;' and we may say also what John replied: 
' Substantial, sir, yes, they are substantial, but a little 
coarse/ " That was the review, and even that did not 
sell the book ! 

From Mr. Colburn I did receive an account, showing 
that 375 copies of the book had been printed, that 140 
had been sold, to those, I presume, who liked substan- 
tial food though it was coarse, and that he had in- 
curred a loss of 63 los. lid. The truth of the account 
I never for a moment doubted; nor did I doubt the 
wisdom of the advice given to me in the following 
letter, though I never thought of obeying it 

"GREAT MARLBOROUGH STREET, 
November n, 1848. 

" MY DEAR SIR,, I am sorry to say that absence from 
town and other circumstances have prevented me from 
earlier inquiring into the results of the sale of The 
Kelly s and the O'Kellys, with which the greatest efforts 
have been used, but in vain. The sale has been, I regret 
to say, so small that the loss upon the publication is 
very considerable; and it appears clear to me that, 
although in consequence of the great number of novels 
that are published, the sale of each, with some few ex- 
ceptions, must be small, yet it is evident that readers do 
not like novels on Irish subjects as well as on others. 
Thus, you will perceive, it is impossible for me to give 
any encouragement to you to proceed in novel-writing. 

"As, however, I understand you have nearly finished 
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the novel La Vendee, perhaps you will favour me 
a sight of it when convenient. I remain, etc., et 

"H. COLBUE 

This, though not strictly logical, was a rational 
telling a plain truth plainly. I did not like the ; 
ance that " the greatest efforts had been used," 1 
ing that any efforts which might be made for the 
larity of a book ought to have come from the autt 
but I took in good part Mr. Colburn's assurance tl 
could not encourage me in the career I had conimc 
I would have bet twenty to one against my owr 
cess. But by continuing I could lose only per 
paper; and if the one chance in twenty did turn 
my favour, then how much might I win I 



CHAPTER V 

MY FIRST SUCt'ESS 



"wee gone to work on a third novel, and had 
uplctcd it, when 1 wan informed of the abso- 
'e tif the former, i find, however, that the 

for its publication was not made, till 1851), by 
w I imagine that Kir. C'olburn must have 
the disastrous result, of The O'Kellys, as he 
jroes to give me i'jo down for my "new his- 
,'el, to ho called i tY/n/iV." lie agreed also 

j* more when he had sold 350 copies, and 
should he .sell 450 within six months. I got 
id then heard no more of La Fm/iV, not 
iving uny account. Perhaps the historical 
iftpeared more alluring to him than an Irish 
Itmtgh it was not long afterwards that I re- 
sarninK from the very same house of business 
sturieul novels, as I will tell at length when 
time comes. 

no doubt that the* result of the sale of this 
no better than that of the two that had gone 

stskotl no quesions, however, and to this day 
iwl no information. The* story is certainly 
i tltiw winch had gone before; chiefly be- 
uc'W amtraloly the* life of the people in Ire- 

knew, tit truth, nothing of life in the La 
*uul also because the facts of the 
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present time came more within the limit* nf my powers 
of story-telling than those of past years. But I read 
the book the other clay, and am not ashamed of it. The 
conception as to the feeling of the people is, I think, 
true; the characters are distinct, and the tale h not 
dull. As far as I can remember, this morsel of mtieism 
is the only one that was ever written on the lok. 

I had, however, received 20. Alas ! alas ! years wore 
to roll by before I should earn by my pro another .-.hil- 
ling. And, indeed, I was well aware that I had not 
earned that; but that the money had been "talked out 
of" the worthy publisher by the earnestness nf my 
brother, who made the bargain for me. I have known 
very much of publishers and have been surprised by 
much in their mode of business^- by tin* apparent lav- 
ishness and by the apparent hardness In author** in Out 
same men, hut by nothing ao much as by the east* 
with which they can occasionally be persn;ulcl in thmw 
away small sums of money. If you will only make tin* 
payment future instead of present, you may generally 
twist a few pounds in your own or yonr client's favour. 
"You might as well promise her .*o, This <!;ty MX 
months will do very well/* The pnbl teller, thntt^h In* 
knows that the money will never come back f him, 
thinks it worth his while to rid himself of your impor- 
tunity at so cheap a price, 

But while T was writing La f VtiiftV I a literary 

attempt in another direction, In ;iin( there 

had come upon Ireland the desolation tic *t met inn, 
first of the famines awl then of the |K*Miletcr whii'h 
succeeded the famine. It wan my at that time it* 

be travelling constantly in ilium* f Ireland in 

which the misery and trouble* thence. wrrr. per- 

haps, at their worst Tin* western of Cork, Kerry, 
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and Clare were pre-eminently unfortunate. The 
efforts, -I may say, the successful efforts,- made by 
the (iovenunent to stay the hands of death will still be 
in the reiuewbrunee of many:- how Sir Robert Peel 
\vas instigated to repeal the ( Virn Laws; and how, sub- 
sequently, Lord John Russell took measures for employ- 
ing the people, and supplying the country with Indian 
corn. The expediency of those latter measures was 
questioned ly many. The people themselves wished, 
of course, to be fed without working; and the gentry, 
who were mainly responsible for the rates, were dis- 
posed to think that the management of affairs was taken 
too much out of their own hands, My mind at the 
time was bu\v with the matter, and, thinking that the 
(iuvormncnt was right, I was inclined to defend them 
as tar as my snutll powers went* 8. (3. 0. (Lord 
Sydney l.*odulpltin Osl*rne) WJIH at that time denounc- 
ing the Irish scheme of the Administration in the 
7ViiffX using very .strong language, as those who re- 
member his stylo will know. I fancied then, as I 
still think,- that I understood the country much better 
than IK* did; and 1 was anxious to show that the steps 
taken for mitigating the* terrible evil of the times were 
tlu* host \vlnch the Minister of the day could have 
adopted In iH,,.|H I wa* in London, and, full of my pur- 
pose*, I presented my**rlf to Mr. John Korstcr- who 
has since been an intimate and valued friend, but 
who wa*i ;il that time lite editor of tin* Hjcaminer. I 
think that lli.it jwirtion nf flit* literary world which 
iisidrrHl.iitti'-i the fabricatittn of newspapers will admit 
that neither lefnre lii% time, nor since, has there been a 
ttinre capable ediltr f a weekly newspaper. As a liter- 
ary man, he \v;ts iii withmit his faults, Tlnit which 
the cabman i* rejiuricd lt Jiave .stid uf liiiti iHjfurc t!i 
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magistrate is quite true. He was always "an arbi- 
trary cove/ 1 As a critic, he belong! to the .school of 
Bentley and Giflford, who wouhi alxvays bray in a 
literary mortar all critics who dbagfwd from them, as 
though such disagreement were a personal offntrr re- 
quiring personal castigation. Hut that very eagrr 
made him a good editor. Into whatever he did h 
his very heart and soul. During his rinir llw / 
was almost all that a Liberal weekly paper shunM t\ 
So to John Forster I went, and was shown info that 
room in Lincoln's Inn Fields hi which, j*wi' three or 
four years earlier, Dicicin* bad given tltat rr;nliiig of 
which there is an illustration with |Hrtraits in the 
second volume of his life. 

At this time I knew no literary font A frw ! had 
met when living with my mother, but lii.il luicl licen 
now so long ago that all ut*h ai*f}tt;ttn^tiu'i* ltit| JJnt 
out I knew who they were its far as ;i !it;iii i-otibl grt 
such knowledge from the of thr tlnv, atttl frtl 

myself as in part belonging to the pitttl, through ni? 
mother, and in some degree by my mttutT<*sful 

efforts* But it was not prtibible that iniv OMI* \vmilil 
admit my claim; nor on this oeea^ion tlil I make any 
claim. I stated my name and official position, :ttnl tin* 
fact that opportunities had bw given tiir tf wing 
the poorhotises in Irelantl, of mvrlf nr- 

quainted with the circumstance* of the littir. W*tsll a 
series of letters on the hr by tlif 

Examiner? The vrrv lei 

me, was to sty that If thr rei*f*m- 

mend themselves by their am! If 

not too long, and if, every will n 

such occasions an will tliii 

$n4 *f that, they be 
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They were favourably entertained,- -if printing 1 and 
publication be favourable entertainment. But I beard 
no more of them. The world in Ireland did not declare 
that the Government bad at last been adequately de- 
fended, nor did the treasurer of the Examiner send me 
a cheque in return. 

Whether there ought to have been a cheque I do not 
even yet know. A man who writes a single letter to 
a newspaper, of course, is not paid for it, nor for any 
number of letters on some point personal to himself, I 
have since written sets of letters to newspapers, and 
have been paid for them ; but then I have bargained 
for a price. On this occasion I bad hopes; but they 
never ran high, awl I WJIH not much disappointed I 
have no copy now of those letters, and could not refer 
to them without: much trouble; nor do I remember 
what I said. Hut, 1 know that I die! my best in writing 
them. 

When my historical novel failed, as completely as had 
its predecessors, the two Irish novels, I began to ask 
myself whether, after all, that was my proper line. I 
had never thought of questioning the justice of the ver- 
dict expressed ngainst me. The idea that I was the 
unfortunate owner of unappreciated genius never 
troubled me. I did not look at the Ixwks after they 
were published, feeling sure that they had been, as it 
were, damned with good reason. But still 1 was clear 
in my tnitiil that 1 would not lay clown my pen. Then 
and therefore I determined to change- my hand, and to 
attempt a play. 1 did attempt the play, and in 1850 I 
wrote* a comedy, partly in blank verse, and partly in 
prone, called Tht ttttbtf /ill, The plot 1 afterwards 
lined in a novel called Can Van JfVrf I be- 

lieve that 1 did the best of my intellect to the 
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play, and I must own that when it was rrtwpletcd it 
pleased me much. I copied it, and re-ropi<-i if, lunch- 
ing it here and touching: it there, and thru sent it to 
my very old friend, (Jeorge Hartley, tin* artor. who had 
when. I was in London been staK*'-!uanaj;rr of ow of 
the great theatres, and who wwiM, I thought, for my 
own sake and for my mother's, give nsr flir full f^mfit 
of his professional experience. 

I have now before me the letter which he wrote to 
me, a letter which I have read a M*orr of liwr**, It 
was altogether condemnatory, "When I I'ouuwmvd." 
he said, "I had great hopes of your prodm-timi. I did 
not think it opened dramatically, hut that wj*ht have 
been remedied/* I knew then that it was alt uvrr, Hut, 
as my old friend warmed to the subject, the tTiiii'isnt 
became stronger and stronger, til! my ears tingled, At 
last came the fatal blow, "As to the eharartrr of your 
heroine, I felt at a Ions how to ttmTib* it. tmi you have 
done it for me in the last speech of Madautr Hrudo," 
Madame Brudo was the heroine's aunt, lf " Margaret, 
my child, never play the jilt again; *IH a IIMH! unlimiw- 
ing character. Play it with what >ki!I yu will, it 
meets but little sympathy,* And thin, In* assured, would 
be its effect upon an audience, So that I ittn^l reluctantly 
add that, had I been still a manner, ?7ii A*4/* /ill is 
not a play I could have reemumended f*r priKiiti'tioti/* 
This was a blow that I did feel The iirgit^l of a f**k 
Is a disagreeable fact which an atitttur hy 

degrees. There is no npeeial ntaittent t>f anny. -no 
stunning violence of condemnation, lint n ptrrr t$f 
criticism such as thin, from a frit*mt, nml ii 111,111 

undoubtedly capable of forming mi opinion, i hhnv 
in the face! But 1 accepted the loyally, ninl 

said not a word on the to my one* i 
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showed the letter to my wife, declaring my conviction, 
that it must he taken as gospel. And as critical gospel 
it has since been accepted. In later days I have more 
than once read the play, and I know that lie was right. 
The dialogue, however, I think to he good, and I doubt 
whether some of the scenes be not the brightest and 
best work I ever did. 

Just at this time another literary project loomed 
before my ryes, and feu* .six or eight months had con- 
siderable si/e, I was introduced to Mr. John Murray, 
and proposed to him to write a handbook for Ireland. 
1 explained to him that 1 kurw the country better than 
most other people, perhaps better than any other per- 
son, and could do it well He asked me to make a 
trial of tuy skill, ami to .send him a certain number 
of pages, undertaking to give use an answer within 
a fortnight after lie should have received my work. 
I came back to Ireland, and fnr some weeks I laboured 
very hard, I "did" the city of Dublin, and the county 
of Kerry, in which lien the lake scenery of Killarney; 
lind 1 "did" tin* route from Dublin to Killarney , 
altogether completing nearly a quarter of the pro- 
posed volnntt*, The roll of MS. was sent to Albc- 
niarU* Street, but was never opened. At the expira- 
tion of nine months from the date on winch it reached 
that time- honoured spnt it was returned without a 
wird, in answer It* a very angry letter from myself, 
1 insisted on having bark my projerty,---and got it, 
1 nri'il hardly sty that my property lias never been 
nf the *4igIilrNi ii'r to me. In all honesty 1 think 
that, had in* twen lev* dilatory, John Murray would 
have f*Mf a very gitl Irish fttittic ut a eheap rate. 

Marly lit 1851 I was M*nt |on a job of special 
which fur two year* so completely 
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absorbed my time that I was ahlc to write nothing. 
A plan was formed for extending the rural delivery 
of letters, and for adjusting the work, winch up to 
that time had been done in a very irregular maniu-r. 
A country letter-carrier would he srnt in om* dinvtiun 
in which there were but few letters to tu ilrlivrrrd, the 
arrangement having originated probably at tho rrqw>t 
of some influential person, while in another dmvtion 
there was no letter-carrier because no influential per- 
son had exerted himself. It was intended to .set this 
right throughout England, Ireland* and SeotLind; ;uul 
I quickly did the work in the Irish district to which I 
was attached I was then invited to do the ,saim? in 
a portion of England, and I spoilt two ! the happiest 
years of my life at the task, I U*g;m in l>t*vn**hirt*; 
and visited, I think I may say, every nook in that 
county, in Cornwall, Somersetshire, the ||rt*;iirf part 
of Dorsetshire, the Channel Islands, part of Oxford* 
shire, Wiltshire, Gloucestershire, \Voree*UT*liire, Here- 
fordshire, Monrooutlushirc, and the .nix woutheni Welsh 
counties. In this way I had art opportunity it! ^rrtn^ 
a considerable portion of Great Britain, with a inimtte 
ness which few have enjoyed, And ! did my lni*4" 
ness after a fashion in which no other odina! tttan 
has worked at least for many yearn. { wnti ahttont 
everywhere on horseback. I had two hunter** of my 
own, and here and there, where 1 wntd. I Itiird ;i 
third horse. I had an IrUh groom with i*. 411 old 
man, who has now been in my serviie fir thtitv ttve 
years; and in this manner 1 mm almi^t i*vrrv ltui'^ 
I think I may my every housf f im|utfuu*f* - 
in this large district Thr filijtni w;i% t vrr,ui a 
postal network which should calrti tll frii|iriii* <>( 
letters. In France it was, md I Milt ii, ilw 
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praetiee In deliver every letter. Wherever the man 
may live to whom a letter is addressed, it is the duty 
of some letter-carrier to take* that letter to his house, 
sooner or later, But this, of course, must be done 
.slowly. With us a delivery much delayed was thought 
to le won-e than none at all. In some places we did 
establish posts three times a week, and perhaps occa- 
Monally twiee a week; hut such halting arrangements 
were considered to he objectionable, and we were 
hound down by a salutary law as to expense, winch 
came from our masters at the Treasury, We were 
not allowed to establish any messenger's walk on which 
a sulHeicnt number if letters would not be delivered 
to pay the man's waj*es, counted at a halfpenny a letter, 
Hut th*n the counting was in our own hands, and 
an enterprising ollicial might be .sanguine in his figures. 
I think I was sanguine. I did not prepare false 
accounts; futt I fear that the postmasters and clerks 
who absolutely h.td flu* ewmtry to do became aware 
that 1 wan anxious for gt*od results. It Is amusing 
In watch how a passion will grow uptm a man. During 
them* two years it was tin* ambition of my life to 
rover tin* country with rural tetter -carriers. I do not 
rniiembrr that in any case a rural post proposed by 
we wa*i iM'fciitived ty the authorities; but I fear that 
Mime of them broke down afterwards as being too 
jnior, ur because, in ty anxiety to include thin house 
and that. 1 hail srni tltr mni ton far alichi. Our law 
was that 11 man should not lit* mptlm! to walk mare 
than Mxtrrn tittle a tlay, Had tin* work to be done 
berii all tut a mv;surcd roml, there woult! have been 
tin iirrtl fur iSiiiiitt ;IH fe* the tli*t;iiicc*H, Hut my letter- 
carriers writ! here iind there aeroNK the iields, It was 
my ki ty all hort cuts; 
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anil as I measured on horseback the short ruts which 
they would have to make on font, perhaps I was 
sometimes a little unjust to them. 

All this I did on horseback, riilinv; n ;m average 
forty miles a day. I was paid sixpence .1 milt tW the. 
distance travelled, and it was necessary that I should 
at any rate travel enough to pay for itiv opiipage. 
This I did, and got my hunting nut (f il al-,o. 1 Ji avc 
often surprised some small country pmiw,r-.t-t f uh* hail 
never seen or heard of mi* before, Iv cujr.iuv; down 
upon him at nine in the morning, iviih a ml *-*uf anil 
boots and breeches, and iuterrojjaiwj.; him ,r> (> tin* 
disposal of every letter which cam*' iniu fy, tiUcc*. 
And in the same guise I woult! n*!r n|t t* taritt- 
houses, or parsonages, or othrr lunr rr-.iiirttt f". aiut 
the country, and ask the people limv ihrv fj**i their 
letters, at what hour, ami eNpreia!l\ : uheihrr ilirv m*re 
delivered free or at a certain rli;it'i*r, J ; )f a h,bn h.ui 
crept into use, which eaine tn lie, in s% r>r%, ,it that 
time, the one sin for which there \v,i* JIM paiiluu, in 
accordance with which these rural Iritrr i-.iitiri'. UM*I| 
to charge a penny u letter, alle^iit^ that tin- In 111-4* 
was out of their heat, and that they ntu-.t In- p. n ,| f, lf 
their extra work, I think tliil I ilsd -.latnp HIII that 
evil. In all these visits I was. in ii'ttitt, a K-n**jiivnf 
angel to the public, bringing every whnv \vi!t t^e an 
earlier, cheaper, am! iiitirtt won- rrgiilir ilrlnrtv nf 
letters, Hut not unfrf % i|uently fli* s ;M;-!H ii.ruttr uf 
my mission was nnpfrftrtly mulrrst>Hti! f ,, |inlt,t|i$ 
a little in a hurry to grt mi, ,'ttt<l ihd t^t .lJ...iv ,w 
much time as was l nc{biu tn ih- UMntler 

ing mistress of the houne, r f*t ,111 opm )n*ui)i<-i| 
farmer, why it wa that n in;t!i arnnni j, r hmiunij; 
asked so laany lie ^ U ii>i*lviui 
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impertinent, a-, applying to his or her private affairs. 
*'liood morning, sir. 1 have just called to ask a few 
questions. 1 am a surveyor of the Post OfhVe. How 
tit) you itff ynur letters? As I am a little in a hurry, 
perhaps yon can explain at onee." Then I would take 
out tuy peneil and nntehwk, and wait for information, 
And in fact thi-re was no other way in which the 
truth could he ascertained. Unless I came down sud- 
denly as a summer*:, storm upon them, tin* very people 
who wete rnUhed ly nui 1 messengers \vouhl nut confess 
the rohbeiy, fearing the ill will of the men. It was 
wet'ssary t st.trtle them into the revelations which I 
required them lu make fi*r their own j;ood. And I 
did .startle them. I hivanic* llionniglily used to it, and 
jioou lo-.i my iiiii\r lti"JsfuhteN^ ; hut stMiu'tintcs my 
visit** astoni'-hrd the re-tiring inhabitants <f country 
honors, t *!itl, hnwevrr, d* nty w<rk, and ran look 
liai'k tijwiii uli.ii I dul wttlt thircifiKlt satisfaction. I 
\vas ;dl*t|fi!irr in r,int*-.t ; and t liellevi* that many 
a fai inrr imw has hi-, letter'. Iti'tnighf. daily to his house 
fn-r iif rli4!'M% \\ISH liti! for me would still have had 
to send tn the |*-J town for ilu*in twici* a week, nr to 
It.ivr paid u man ir l*riji|*iii|,.t them irregularly t* his 

don I", 

This \vrk ttik up my time so rmsiplrtely, and 
entailed ujm me M i*fr;il ati ntttnunt of writing* that 
f was in f.it'l un;d'!r to i*i any literary work, I'Vom 
day In iliy I thought <*f it, still |i!ii"|wiriing' to make 
atuitltrr rift iif, and often Itii'tiing river in tuy head 
munr (f*!|*ii!fii! if a plot wlii h !tad occurred to mr, 
Hut the iliiv did iifif i'Miiir in which 1 enuld >it dttwtt 
\\ith tuy |rn ,iiil |i4|rt* and ln>it$ another novel, ! ; nr f 
aftrr all, wli.it ruiiiil ii l*r luf a nvrl? The play hal 

ihc nuvcbi fur the uovcta 
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had attained the honour of print. The cause of this 
pressure of official work lay, not in flu* demands of 
the General Post Office, which more than once 
expressed itself as astonished by my celerity, hut in the 
necessity which was incumbent on me to travel miles 
enough to pay for my horses, aw! UJHW flu* amount of 
correspondence, returns, figures, awl reports which 
such an amount of daily travelling brought with it, 1 
may boast that the work was done very quickly and 
very thoroughly, with no fault but an over -eagerness 
to extend postal arrangements far awl wide. 

In the course of the job I visited Saitthury, and 
whilst wandering there one* mid-summer evening round 
the purlieus of the cathedral I conceived the* story of 
The Warden, from whence came that *erie* of 
novels of which Barcheater, with it* tit*4ittft\ fleam, 
and archdeacon, was the central Kite, 1 may an well 
declare at once that no one at their commencement 
could have had less reason titan myself to |trrnume 
himself to be able to write about clergymen. 1 have 
been often asked in what period of my early tiff I 
had lived so long 1 in a cathedra! city an t havr become 
intimate with the ways of a Close. I never lived in 
any cathedral city, except I*ondnn, never knew any- 
thing of any Close, and at that time luul enjoyed no- 
peculiar intimacy with any My archdeacon, 
who has been said to lie life -like, and for whom I 
confess that I have til t parent** affection. 
I think, the simple of an of my 
consciousness. It was a* in nty 
that an archdeacon, should be, <tr, nt any 
be with such is an ; 
and lol an archdeacon was ii 
declared by competent to be real 
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deacon down to the very ground. And yet, as far as 
I can remember, I had not then even spoken to an 
archdeacon. 1 have felt the compliment to he very 
great. The archdeacon came whole from my brain 
after this fashion; but in writing about clergymen 
generally. I had to pick up as I went whatever I 
might know or pretend to know about them. Hut my 
first idea had no reference to clergymen in general. 
I had been struck by two opposite evils,- or what 
seemed to me to lie evils,- --and with an absenee of all 
art-judgment in .sueli matters, 1 thought that 1 might 
be able to expose them, or rather to describe them, 
both in our and the same tale. The first evil was 
the possession by the* Church of certain funds and 
endowments which had I teen intended for charitable 
purjKWs, but which had been allowed to become 
incomes for idle Church dignitaries. There had been 
more than one .such case brought to public notice at 
tin* time, in which tiier? seemed to have been an 
egregious malversation of charitable purposes. The 
second evil w*i* its very opjHwite, Though I had been 
nuirh struck by thr injustice al>ove described, I had 
often Keen angered by the undeserved severity 
of the newsp*ipers towards the recipients of such 
income?*, who eould hardly l*i* considered to be the 
chief sinner* in the matter, When a man is appointed 
to a place, it is natural that lie should accept the 
income allotted tti that place without nuieh inquiry. 
It in seldom he will lw the first to find out that 

his services are overpaid, Though he be ealled upon 
only It* tttttk luniiiitfttl and tn tie dignified ti|Hn State 
oeca^iiMis, In* will think ifw*i i ye;tr little enough for 
dignify an he brings ti* the task, 1 
felt tttit bad to pieces wljirh 
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might have been spared. But I was altogether wrong 
in supposing that the two things could be combined. 
Any writer in advocating a cause must do so after 
the fashion of an advocate, or his writing will be 
ineffective. He should take up one side and cling 
to that, and then he may be powerful. There should 
be no scruples of conscience. Such scruples make a 
man impotent for such work. It was open to me to 
have described a bloated parson, with a red nose and 
all other iniquities, openly neglecting every duty 
required from him, and living riotously on funds pur- 
loined from the poor, defying as he did do so the 
moderate remonstrances of a virtuous press. Or I 
might have painted a man as good, as sweet, and as 
mild as my warden, who should also have been a hard- 
working, ill-paid minister of God's word, and might 
have subjected him to the rancorous venom of some 
daily Jupiter, who, without a leg to stand on, without 
any true case, might have been induced, by personal 
spite, to tear to rags the poor clergyman with poison- 
ous, anonymous, and ferocious leading articles. But 
neither of these programmes recommended itself to 
my honesty. Satire, though it may exaggerate the 
vice it lashes, is not justified in creating it in order 
that it may be lashed. Caricature may too easily 
become a slander, and satire a libel. I believed in 
the existence neither of the red-nosed clerical cor- 
morant, nor in that of the venomous assassin of the 
journals. I did believe that through want of care and 
the natural tendency of every class to take care of 
itself, money had slipped into the pockets of certain 
clergymen which should have gone elsewhere; and I 
believed also that through the equally natural pro- 
pensity of men to be as strong as they know how tQ 
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1)0, cerlain writers of the press bad allowed themselves 
to use lantfuafje xvhieh was cruel, though it: was in a 
good cause. But flu 4 two objects should not have 
IHTII combined and I now know myself well enough 
to lie aware that I was nut the man to have carried 
out either of them. 

NYverthele**s I thought mneh about it, and on the 
t)th f Jnly, i #.';.$, having been then two years with- 
out having made any literary effort,- -I he^an The 
\\\mlcn, at Tenbury in \VoivesterNhire. It was then 
more than twelve month, Mnce I hail Mod for an hour 
on the little bridge in Salisbury, and had made out 
tti my wvu satisfaction the spot on which Hiram's 
hospital should Maud. (Vrtainly no work that I ever 
did took up M iiiiii'h of my thnu^his, On this occasion 
1 did nit liitirr than \vnfi* the first chapter, even if 
an much. I hal tlrtniuiiit-d that my official work 
^iiuutUi be iftuileratrtl, N*> a- to alltvv nsi* .some time for 
writing; bin thru, jtt-.t a! thin tiuu% I was sent to 
take the- ptf-.tal charge t-tf the northern ctnmtics in 
Irclawl,'--- f IMsier, and tlr counties Mcath *id Louth. 
Hitherto in i*i)icial lau^uav*e 1 liatl been u .surveyor's 
clerk*'- ntnv I \v.t:i t> 1* a Mirveynr. 11it difference 
consisted maiuly its an tnrrra-.i* uf iucnuu* from ulnnit 
450 to aboni iHiJti; .-fnr at fii.il time* t.le KUIII netted 
Mill drftrtttlrtl tut the number of miles travelled. Of 
cour'-i* that l'*ii|*li'lt work t* which I had become sc* 
warmly wrMr| had lo in* altiintlonrd. Other partn of 
Hnglanil wrrr lriii|* by *llirf mm, and 1 had 

nearly ftni^lt^d thr ;IMM which had firt*u crilnisletl to 
inr. I have likrd i n*l 4 i*ver the wliolc country, 

iiiitt tu !f.ivi* nrut a nsr.il |*i'>l lHter<arrier to every 
parish, every village* wciy luintlct, every grange 

III l'4IliIH.L 
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We were at this time very much unsettled as regards 
any residence. While we were living at Clonmel two 
sons had been born, who certainly were important 
enough to have been mentioned sooner. At Clonmel 
we had lived in lodgings, and from there had moved 
to Mallow, a town in the county Cork, where we had 
taken a house. Mallow was in the centre of a hunting 
country, and had been very pleasant to me. But our 
house there had been given up when it was known 
that I should be detained in England; and then we 
had wandered about in the western counties, moving our 
headquarters from one town to another. During this 
time we had lived at Exeter, at Bristol, at Caermarthen, 
at Cheltenham, and at Worcester. Now we again 
moved, and settled ourselves for eighteen months at 
Belfast. After that we took a house at Donnybrook, 
the well-known suburb of Dublin. 

The work of taking up a new district, which requires 
not only that the man doing it should know the nature 
of the postal arrangements, but also the characters and 
the peculiarities of the postmasters and their clerks, 
was too heavy to allow of my going on with my book 
at once. It was not till the end of 1852 that I recom- 
menced it, and it was in the autum of 1853 tnat I 
finished the work. It was only one small volume, and 
in later days would have been completed in six weeks, 
or in two months at the longest, if other work had 
pressed. On looking at the title-page, I find it was 
not published till 1855. I had made acquaintance, 
through my friend John Merivale, with William Long- 
man , the publisher, and had received from him an 
assurance that the manuscript should be " looked at." 
It was "looked at/' and Messrs. Longman made me 
an offer to publish it at half profits. I had no reason 
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:o love " half profits," but I was very anxious to have 
my book published, and I acceded. It was now more 
than ten years since I had commenced writing fhe 
Macdennots, and I thought that if any success was to 
be achieved, the time surely had come. I had not been 
impatient; but, if there was to be a time, surely it 
had come. 

The novel-reading world did not go mad about The 
Warden; but I soon felt that it had not failed as the 
others had failed. There were notices of it in the press, 
and I could discover that people around me knew that 
I had written a book. Mr. Longman was compli- 
mentary, and after a while Informed me that there 
would be profits to divide. At the end of 1855 I 
received a cheque for 9 8s. 8d., which was the first 
money I had ever earned by literary work; that 20 
which poor Mr. Colburn had been made to pay certainly 
never having been earned at all. At the end of 1856 
I received another sum of 10 155. id. The pecu- 
niary success was not great. Indeed, as regarded 
remuneration for the time, stone-breaking would have 
done better. A thousand copies were printed, of which, 
after a lapse of five or six years, about 300 had to be 
converted into another form, and sold as belonging 
to a cheap edition. In its original form The Warden 
never reached the essential honour of a second edition. 

I have already said of the work that it failed alto- 
gether in the purport for which it was intended. But 
it has a merit of its own, a merit by my own per- 
ception of which I was enabled to see wherein lay 
whatever strength I did possess. The characters of 
the bishop, of the archdeacon, of the archdeacon's 
wife, and especially of the warden, are all well and 
clearly drawn. I had realised to myself a series of 
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portraits, and had been able so to put them on the cz 
that my readers should see that which I meant 
to see. There is no gift which an author can 
more useful to him than this. And the style oJ 
English was good, though from most unpardoi 
carelessness the grammar was not unfrequently fa 
With such results I had no doubt but that I wou 
once begin another novel 

I will here say one word as a long-deferred an 
to an item of criticism which appeared in the T 
newspaper as to The Warden. In an article- 
remember rightly on The Warden and Barcfa 
Towers combined which I would call good-natt 
but that I take it for granted that the critics of 
Times are actuated by higher motives than g 
nature, that little book and its sequel are spoken c 
terms which were very pleasant to the author, 
there was added to this a gentle word of rebuk 
the morbid condition of the author's mind which 
prompted him to indulge in personalities, the per 
alities in question having reference to some ec 
or manager of the Times newspaper. For I had hi 
duced one Tom Towers as being potent among 
contributors to the Jupiter, under which name I 
tainly did allude to the Times. But at that time, In 
away in Ireland, I had not even heard the name 
any gentleman connected with the Times newspa 
and could not have intended to represent any indivi< 
by Tom Towers. As I had created an archcleai 
so had I created a journalist, and the one creation 
no more personal or indicative of morbid tenden 
than the other. If Tom Towers was at all like 
gentleman connected with the Times, my moral c 
sciousness must again have been very powerful. 
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It was, I think, In-fore 1 Martrd mi my 1 Mulish tours 
among t'* rural pM>; that I madr my fir.t attempt at 
writing for u maj*a/in*, I hail read, MH after they 
eame mtt. tlii* two Jir-J vnlunu^ <f C'liarlrs Klrri- 
vaIi**N IliVl^rv */ ll*i" l-iViimiti,< iiiiiliY //it* / ; w/ifi*, and 
had if^l *' {l1 *-'tr i.'Mt fV'jtuudriu'i* with flu* author's 
lifcilltrr ;i*-i fi* fli* ;t anth*'* virw.s ;ilnil C;t*sar, Hence 
ar*?it* In tuy iniud a trndftiry to ntvivstij.;att* the char* 
sit'lrr of piv*luh!y ilir ^riMtr-.t iitau who ever lived, 
wliii/it ti'iidiMU'v in ,iti'f VIM !': |if'iIi!i 4 r<! a liltli 1 lu>ok 
of wliifli I *.h;d! li.,m* t*> -^prak uiirii its time coiws, 
" -and *tJ 4 o a ta'-t*" ^rnrrallv {>t' 1 nitii literature, which 
has firm in* *f fh<- iliirf* dcli^ht^ nf my latrr life. 
Aw! 1 IUMV *-.'ay thit 1 !'%, inn 4 at !l?i ! * lime as anxioun 
itkntt C*,r%;ir f ;nd a-* df-ai'MU'* of r':u'hiit^ ihr truth 
as to isi*4 il!,ir,i*. tr-1% a-* \\r have all heen in regard to 
Hiautaivk i ihr-r lattrr <!av>, I In-nl in C*:cj*ar, and 
tlrlalfil with tuvM-lf rirti ; 4,iiiil \vlu*tlu?f he crossed 
tin* Miiliiatii ;r* ;t tu.ttit r ;r* u p;itriot, In rder that 
I review Mr, Mrrivah-'?* l<wtk without feeling 

that I wan tlr^iliiH* wtw4!i4!$r-ii'ly with u suhjeet 
tirytititl iiit% I '-itiii* < i.i llir 1'i.wuwnUWH thirtu^hly, 
and llir.iiigii 4 na- !' *tht;r mliivh liic 

if 
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object of a magazine article hanlly iu^tiftcd.-^but 
which has thoroughly justified itself in lltr si)h.si*t|m*nt 
pursuits of my life* I did write twn articles the first 
mainly on Julius Ca?sar, ami the MM-MUI! on Augustus. 
which appeared in the /JW f*Miivr.vi*y ,U.i^,i- M ,. 4 
They were the result of very iwifh litwinr, Imi t|i w 
came front them no pfcttniary [*rhu-t. I iud Wit 
very modest when I H*nt them to the cihior. as I h;ul 
been when I called cm John I'nrMer, n*t \rntitring ii 
suggest the subject of money. Aft-r a whilr I tliil rail 
upon the proprietor (if the tita^uine in IhiMin, an<i 
was told by lum that siuh artulr* \%^j* ii*ijr! t t!H 
written to oblige friends ami tiut aitlt-, uuttrn t* 
oblige friends were tint iruaUv jaiJ I r, 1 lir Iirati 
of Ely, as the atUhnr of tlu* umK in *jti*.ttn m*\v is 
was my friend: but I thittk I %as \\*ju;i-ii ( -t* | r**r^ 
tainly had no intention of oMv*M*t JM*J f i nn *iui' 411, 
Afterwards, when I returned to !trl,t,', I wit nthrr 
articles fur the sank* i*tgt/ifn\ i* *i fth^ h, ititrndet 
to be very ravage in its ttenutu utt<w, m s t * * in Mtiict f i| 
blue-book ju,st then brtm^ht tun, jMrjMtMtoiv ti tl$* 
introduction of coiiipftlliie rx;tmiti.i!tMtn t^t tltr I'HI! 
Service. For that antl some .iitti I*- I ii^w f.tr^H 

what, I was paid. Tft In Itir nul f i^; } | U( | m rn ^j 
55 for the hard work of tr w:tr t 

It was while I wat r.^ttrt 

that I adopted a syttrm of %%ittsnif mltMi, f.r 'r>jtf 
years afterwards, I fmiml i l* vnv *rf u.*MMf !u ttir 
My time was greatly wrttfiini itt (M\ri)u^ ^ml ihr 
nature of my traveilmg wii now *fi*iii^r,! f s i!4 
not any longer do it mi lwttfttrti U.**tr*M*l* 
me my mcann of cnnvrvnm r , tmi I tint I 

in railway carriage** vrry ,4 mv 

Lite oilier^ J u*<i tu tH^ii^h i 
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has since told me that a man when travelling should not 
read, but "sit still and label his thoughts." But if I 
intended to make a profitable business out of rny 
writing, and, at the same time, to do my best for the 
Post Office, I must turn these hours to more account 
than I could do even by reading. I made for myself 
therefore a little tablet, and found after a few days' 
exercise that I could write as quickly in a railway- 
carriage as I could at my desk. I worked with a pencil, 
and what I wrote my wife copied afterwards. In this 
way was composed the greater part of Bar Chester 
Towers and of the novel which succeeded it, and 
much also of others subsequent to them. My only 
objection to the practice came from the appearance of 
literary ostentation, to which I felt myself to be sub- 
ject when going to work before four or five fellow- 
passengers. But I got used to it, as I had done to 
the amazement of the west country farmers' wives 
when asking them after their letters. 

In the writing of Barchester Towers I took great 
delight. The bishop and Mrs. Proudie were very real to * 
me, as were also the -troubles of the archdeacon and the 
loves of Mr. Slope. When it was done, Mr. W. Long- 
man required that it should be subjected to his reader; 
and he returned the MS. to me, with a most laborious and 
voluminous criticism, coming from whom I never 
knew. This was accompanied by an offer to print the 
novel on the half-profit system, with a payment of 100 
in advance out of my half-profits, on condition that 
I would comply with the suggestions made by his 
critic. One of these suggestions required that I should 
cut the novel down to two volumes. In my reply, 
I went through the criticisms, rejecting one and accept- 
ing another, almost alternately, but declaring at last 
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that no consideration shonM iiilnv me t-i nit 
third of my work. I am at a 1^ t iitmv Imw 
a task could have been pcrformr*!. I ouM tmi 
MS., no doubt, and write aiii'tluT Unk mi l!n 
story; but bow two won!* out if *ix niv tu l 
drawn from a written n**v-I, I oiitKtf fimvi< 
believe such tasks have IHTII ;iitnn|tti-i! pnhaj* 
formed; but 1 refused to inaUe vv- flu* it!rrn|i! 
Longman was too graeiHs t ur-i-.t ij hr, i 
terms; and the book was f million I *vtui,Jy ni 
worse, and I do not think uiu*1s flu* U-tiiv, iur lit 
that had been taken with it 

The work Miemultcl ji?4 ^ Iks I' ^ I n !M< 
ceeded. It achieved iin itinf i'pMfj|^nJ. full i 
one of the novels which u\'l t* ! s- ^- *^ ill *i! 
to read Perhaps I j,n ! * .- M % * ,t t.;u i 
more than I have *i riijit i ? ni .H i<iv 
Barchcstcr Town ha:* K<i, ,* r**^ *j i! * ** i 
which do not die quilt* at m** * 4%!'$, ! !;,r m 
read for pc'rlutps n qimitt r *( t MII m , l-nt i 
be so, its life has bent M I n |t ^MIU ! * \ {'. v 
of some of its younger ftt*fli t * I'P * , / / 
would hardly be so well Lmuu .t - ti *, . I ^ i , i*< 
no Framlcy /'irjfwi^r ui l.iJ c I . ,' 

Barsot. 

I received my ioo In Mlv;>-'r v*h j<* 
delight It was a |*iitiv** w< i n?! -n i* i* 
to my incomt, and tttifjtt |in!al4) }. i^ M< | ( 
a first real .step on flit* KM*! ?<i tit ! <,* . ! ,'i 
I am well aware tint ilirrr u * tint , vb il.jnl 
an author m his authiu'^htp \ln* i!4 t^t i .;.H^| it 
nor a painter^ or M 4 iii|ttt>r f **i mi^|^ t i ! 
I do not know that thi. mttM'^t.^ . -t *. i* 
posed to extern! fiiiiitii\ A Uu* t\ t d 
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tt, a doctor, an engineer, ami even actors and archi- 
tects, may without <hsraa' follow the hetil of human 
nature, and endeavour to till their hellies and clothe 
their hacks, and ah>o those of their wives and children, 
as eomfortuhly as they ran by the exercise of their 
abilities and tltdr crafts. They may he as rationally 
realise, as may the !ntchT* and the hakers; but the, 
artist and tin* author firgl the high glories of their 
calling if thry eomlrscrml to nwk a money return a 
first ohjeet, Tlu'y who piv;u i h this doctrine will he 
ftmch offritilrd Ity my theory, and !*y this book of 
urine, if niy the* try ami my hook come beneath their 
notice. Thry rejuire the practice of a .so-culled virtue 
vrluch is contrary to naturr, ami which, in my eyes, 
wfinlil U* lit* virtue il it \vm practised They are like 
clergymen who pre.u-h NrrmnuH against th love of 
iiittry !til vvlm Know thtt the love f money in m 
distinettve a i-Jtarat'teri'-'tic tf humanity that such ser- 
mons ;ifr iiirrr plaitttttfes rillrtl fur l*y nistonwry hut 
untnte.Higrnt piety. All material pninri'^Ji han conn* 
from man 1 '* it">ite i* ilo ih* !H"*I Iir ran for himself 
iiticl tltst* ;tlitt Jiiiii, and civilisation niid tliristianity 
itself have twrn made 1 |'.."-iisli |y .such progress. 
Though \vr tjt n? *$Ii of ti% at>*u* this matter cnil within 
cinr hreii**t', \ve ilo M frrl si; and we know that the 
more n man CMUIM tlir tmnr ii^rfnl In* in in hi* frllnw* 
m*n, Tlir n* l if. Il Ia%f-., ;t a itili\ have Ueen 
tiitr/t* wlin Jta^r uaJr fh* i*ir,j|r*4 incomev ' *tn<! it 
is tin* 'attp* with ili* ]tit<*i , Is ttiitI4 \w thr smu* in 
tlir i lii*li ii <hrv v\ho li.nr tin" ilii%ti; nf hi >tiopH 
<ih\a\*t i !IM '* fhr I** I 11,411 Anil it II.H in truth l*rn 
?it* too in ,ui iii4 ^isiln*! 1 l*i|* I **| 'ttlLut or Hiitit'iH 
clt-'iegaitl flint pr< until % ittitd*. ,' A 1 * l.ir *4% ui 

giving 
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the best of his intellect to support his fi !r a* nn 
actor. In our own century what litrrary names M;- im ] 
higher than those of Byron, Tennyson. Si-ott. Dirke'iis, 
Macaulay, and Carlylc? And I think I may say that 
none of those great men negleeted the ierimiary result 
of their labours. Now ancl then a man may arise 
among us who In any calling, whethrr ii ! in law, in 
physic, in religious teaching. * irf * or torr.itwv. may 
in his professional enthusiasm utterly <lr-.ren.ml iwim'v. 
All will honour his enthusiasm, atl if In* !ir wifr!<v,H 
and childless, his disregard of the great nbjtvt n! men's 
work will be blameles*. But It is a mtttak? in sup. 
pose that a man is a better man UvaiiT he i!<.|)itr* 
money. Few do so, and those few in ifciin^ s* MU'fer 
a defeat. Who does nut desire tu he Ii**|iti4t4r in his 
friends, generous to the jxw, li!*eral In all tuinufUTnt 
to his children, ami to he himnrlf ftmii tlir t -ark- 

ing fear which jwverty ereaten? The Mi^int will nnt 
stand an argument ;-aiul yet arr |M!| i!$,i! 

should disregard payment ff their w^il*, ;iti4 ! rt|, 
tent to devote thtnr iinliii*lit t*raitr* fi tl r ^rlnirr uf 
the public, Hrahui that are witiinjlif *M5! ttryrf >^ivi* 
the public mmlu Take (torn I n!;h,h atttlinri 

their copyrights, ami ymi wtniM very nit i.ilc 1W4) 
from England her author* 

I say this here, heiasr it it nw pff**-r ;i% I |j$ 
on to state what to me ha* lten ifif ir',*i!s *$ ir,v |nt, 
fession in the ordinary lit whii'lt |I'M| - .,u*i, ,ir^ 
regarded, so that hy ttty r^.iinjilr t,v !-<' ^ u 
prospect there Ii thul *i iirviii^ s hr>4riHf ta 

literature with in<ht*trv, |*efNrv*f;t*'* 4 irn.un tr*r> 
sary aptitudes^ awl hir utfttti, m i\ 'ti^rr ? | 

in gaining a livdilwttiti, m t\**n t ^t^O^r 

profession* The mr lu* \*rm M'^f^ruUis 
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but lint splendid, as 1 think was to have been expected 
friiw the rnmhitutiun of Mieh gifts. 

1 have* certainly always had also l>efore my eyes 
th- harms nf rrjmtation. Over aiul above the money 
view nf tli' <|iu'Ntion t 1 wished from the beginning- to 
In? something more than a clerk in the Post Office. To 
he known as sninelind y. to he Anthony Trollope if it 
lie iifi more, -ts to me much, The feeling is a very 
general one, and I think beneficent. It is that which 
lias heen ealled the " last infirmity of noble mind." 
The infirmity is so human that the man who lacks it 
in either atiovt: or below humanity. I own to the 
infirmity. Hut I confess that zny first object in taking 
to literatim? an a profession was that which is common 
to the ktrmfrr when he* goes to the Bar, and to the 
bitker when in* ets uj> his oven, I wished to make an 
iiH'cititi: tin which I ami those belonging to me might 
live in eomfort. 

If indeed n man writen his books badly, or paints 
Iiis |iii;fiii'f"i badly, heeanst* he can make his money 
fanter in ll*;tt fashion titan by ilciing them well, and at 
the ttinr pnn'laims tlintt to be the bent he can 

do if in fiut fir sells shoddy for broadcloth, he is 
t!isltctiif*4* jts H niiy other fraudulent dealer. So may 
lie ih* harri'ier who takes nu>ney that he does not 
tarn, f the elerjiymun whti is content to live on 
a fiiiiri'tirr, Ko diiiilii tlte artist or the author may 
have it dtlikttiiy \v1tieh will not occur to the seller of 
diilli, in witlttn himndf what h good work and 

what i'* Iwd, when l.itewr enougli ha.s been given, and 
wltrii thr t*t Jk h,r* Item M":iiii|H*d It Is a danger as 
to mitt* It lit* i'l ittitt In lir stvcro with himself in 
wtfiilt h<* ?>luld lie! that hi? ecnseiencc should be 
icl yttl| in tin haUncv agahut the natural bias of his 
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interest. If he do not do so, sooner nr Lifer hi 
honesty will be discovered, awl \\i\\ Ir eMii 
accordingly. But in this he is to ! governed nly hy 
the plain rules of honesty wlnVh should nm-tn m 
all Having said so much, 1 shall not *crti|i!i- ;r* I 
go on to attribute to the pecuniary result of my !.t!i<mr* 
all the importance which 1 Mt them to h.tvr ut the 
time. 

Barchestcr Towers, for wluVh I h.al reeeivrd ftoo 
in advance, sold well enough to ttwg ntr iwittrf 
payments moderate payments fiu tin* pnltlrJifrt, 
From that day up to thin very time ttt v\!mh t mn 
writing, that book and //**' H '*/*; t*'^ th*-t h.ir 
given me almost ever) ye*ir 'i*w* -4* ill w< * w I 
get the accounts very regtiliiH, uid 1 fiti th if I h.*v* 
received 7*7 us. 3<L fu lit*' ! ^' i 1 i to ^ tlsin 
I got for the three or four wo* I - itt.it i ii$r ^^ s A.* J. f 
but the payments have ter * j+n i*t *UM tv^ ;.*> w 4-* 

When, I went to Mr. I,ontfw*w w^h i,a s 1 * %f *s'.rS 
The Three Clerks in my li**u*L ^ iii!4 tii m '^ * !$^ 
to understand that a hitup MUH *l n t , MIMI j!* , tii 
than a deferred annuity. I ui-h*d ISHL t t t> n, (t | 
me at a price which hi wijjht thtuK if* J r - u I.MI ^ * 
and I argued with hint tint a- .** 4* *at ^uu'-t 
has put himnclf into a po.itiou uh !> m ji* ( . ( ,j| t 
cicnt sale of his works to |*ht* i j ft. t?* '** , H 
not entitled to expert flit* lull ol <*i h i ^* *! %* ii ; 
there is a pecuniary rink, tin* wholr *^ *v'n b f ^? f * 
borne by the publisher, mh *hvi.titi i i .1 M*"i*i 4 h, 
but such a demand m the fitfl *#< ih j-t^ I,/- -*i $^ 
monstrous as MOW& t f n Ilir *ifii*lr | win i I s , |r, i %,i LI 
be a marketable comtumiity t sli^n^l' 1 !l*if I t,! i,^ 
reached that point, Itiil Mr I |*<J *T ^^int 

with me. And he in M*m<ii f i^r il^i 
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I might lose more than I gained, even though I 
should get more money by going elsewhere. "It is 
for you," said he, "to think whether our names on 
your title-page are not worth more to you than the 
increased payment." This seemed to me to savour of 
that high-flown doctrine of the contempt of money 
which I have never admired. I did think much off 
Messrs. Longman's name, but I liked it best at the] 
bottom of a cheque. 

I was also scared from the august columns of 
Paternoster Row by a remark made to myself by one 
of the firm, which seemed to imply that they did not 
much care for works of fiction. Speaking of a fertile 
writer of tales who was not then dead, he declared 
(naming the author in question) had 



spawned upon them (the publishers) three novels a 
year ! Such language is perhaps justifiable in regard 
to a man who shows so much of the fecundity of the 
herring; but I did not know how fruitful might be 
my own muse, and I thought that I had better go 
elsewhere. 

I had then written The Three Clerks, which, when 
I could not sell it to Messrs. Longman, I took in the 
first instance to Messrs. Hurst & Blackett, who had 
become successors to Mr. Colburn. I had made an 
appointment with one of the firm, which, however, 
that gentleman was unable to keep. I was on my way 
from Ireland to Italy, and had but one day in London 
in which to dispose of my manuscript I sat for an 
hour in Great Marlborough Street, expecting the 
return of the peccant publisher who had broken his 
tryst, and I was about to depart with my bundle under 
my arm when the foreman of the house came to me. 
He seemed to think it a pity that I should go, and 
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wished me to leave my work with him. Thi. hnw* 
ever, I would not do, unle* he \vouM ttmlrrtakc to 
buy it then and there. Perhaps lu- larkn! authority. 
Perhaps his judgment wan against Mi-h ituivhaic*. Hut 
while we debated the matter, Ir K-V- wr M*i m * ntlviec. 
"I hope it's not historical, Mr. Tinl!.jvr i 1 " In* said. 
"Whatever you do, don't be IIMMIUM!, \*wr historical 
novel is not worth a damn," Thrn,-< 1 tn*k y/ l4 
T&w Clerks to Mr, BenUev; and n tlir --aiiif after- 
noon succeeded in selling it t* lw $**" i/st*. I|H sf >tt 
still possesses it, and the tinn lias t lu-!u*\r, iluuc vrry 
well with the purclui^t*, It \v,r> i'rn,unly ihr hr?,t 
novel I had as yet written. The j4f i-* nt ;* ^IHH| 
as that of the Macd?rMt*ts; nor asr thrtr ;*m i'ltarac* 
ters in the book ecjual to *f \!t-i Pr^udir ami the 

Warden; but the work hun infr **<*!! mur*! ititrrrM, 
and contains the first well-tlrM-rilind J.-vr ^'rr thai I 
ever wrote. The in whi-Ji lv,ii- \\'*ifi*Iwirl, 

thinking that she will ilir, lrsr% i*> i,i!,,r |r,*vr ! itir 
lad she loves, still ttHttp trar** f* ttiv rvrn \vhr I fr,it| 
it, 1 had not the heart to kill JUT I itrvrr rml*I i|> 
that And I do not Imi 

happily together to tltl% tlav, 

The lawyer ClitifT.iittif i-.^ it* <!< 
in this novel, mut I do HMI i!-^ 
to be ashamed of him Itm tlm m^! i* ^ i' fwrty 
noticeable to nt<* from flir f,ut tint n it I tfiitotttt rc| 
a character under tin* til j! t * t f*^of v if n || lf|r| 

by which I intrmlal in IIMII vm lt^ n *H ^n i*->^t tt. fi 
loathed scheme of ruiitjirtiikf r%.M< < uMU^j, ni *ln4i 
at that time Sir C Iwtlr* hrut^Ti *%4" ikr ^ rr4 | 
apostle* Sir CSIrf^ory fLipiimr*, m.tt $? -i;4, 4 1^ % ir 
Charles Trevdyan, * 11 fif* $ | if? 
know who had tit m |j 4c 
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\Ve always cat 1 him Sir Gregory," Lady Trevelyan 
said to me afU'rwu ds, when I came to know her and 
Ijcr huhhawl, I never learned to love competitive 
examination; hut I k'eame, and am, very fond of Sir 
Claris TrrveJyan. Sir Stafford Northcote, who is 
liiivv ( IKIIU eHor of the Kxehequer, was then leagued 
uith l %i iVir'tit! Sir Charles, and he too appears in 
'/"lii* WIMV C7i-fi\t undfr the feebly facetious name of 
Sir Warwick Wrst Knd. 
Hut for all that V7i: Three Clerks was a good 

oVi'K 

When that Mali* was made I was on my way to Italy 
ith my wifr, paying a third visit there to my mother 
awl brother. This was in 1857, and she had then given 
!* hrr jH*n. It \vas the first year in which she had 
not wriHrn* antl N!U* fxpressed to me her delight that 
lii*r l;tfttr*t *ltriiilii lr at an nul and that mine should 
Itc* hrgiiiiiing in tin* >anu* field, In truth they had 
atrcMtly breti n*iittiiiit*tl for a dozen years, hut a man's 
t-ifwf W ill |*riirf;tl!y le hrlti tti date itself from the 
rrtttiiitriHTiitrstl **f hi-* sueeess. On those foreign tours 
1 always riu l *twtrreti atlvcntureH, which, as I look 
!K'k ttjwin them nw, tnnjit nu almost to write a little 
kink f*f tin* long jniHi r*mtimntal travels. On this 
mva*i*n. a** wr m;uU wir way .slowly through Switz- 
crlaml awl vrr thr Alpn. we encountered again and 
a jMHtr ftirlnrii l ; ,!igli^liin4i?, who had no friend 
liiiil titi fr intvflltitf*, He was always losing 

hi* aiu! himself with no seat in the coaches 

nit! tin Stfil *tt flit* iimn, On twic occauion 1 found him 
it t'oirr at 5 A. M. in the rcm^l of a diligence 

wa* inirJiilrti t* start at noon for the Kngadinc, 
il wan !it% |itir|*%t* in n over the Alps in another 
wa* M leave at and which was already 
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crowded with passengers. " Ah ! " h<J said, " I am in 
time now, and nobody shall turn n^ 1 out of this seat/' 
alluding to former little misfortunes of which I had 
been a witness. When I explained to him his position, 
he was as one to whom life was too bitter to be borne. 
But he made his way into Italy, and encountered me 
again at the Pitti Palace in Florence. " Can you tell 
me something?" he said to me in a whisper, having 
touched my shoulder. "The people are so ill-natured 
I don't like to ask them. Where is it they keep the 
Medical Venus?" I sent him to the Uffizzi, but I 
fear he was disappointed. 

We ourselves, however, on entering Milan bad been 
in quite as much distress as any that he suffered. We 
had not written for beds, and on driving up to a hotel 
at ten in the evening found it full. Thence we went 
from one hotel to another, finding 1 them all full. The 
misery is one well known to travellers, but I never 
heard of another case in which a man and his wife 
were told at midnight to get out of the conveyance 
into the middle of the street because the horse could 
not be made to go any further. Such was our con- 
dition. I induced the driver, however, to go again to 
the hotel which was nearest to him, and which was 
kept by a German. Then I bribed the porter to get 
the master to come down to me; and, though my 
French is ordinarily very defective, I spoke with 
such eloquence to that German innkeeper that he, 
throwing his arms round my neck in a transport of 
compassion, swore that he would never leave me nor 
my wife till he had put us to bed. And he did so ; but, 
ah ! there were so many in those beds ! It is such an 
experience as this which teaches a travelling foreigner 
how different on the Continent is the accommodation 
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provided for him, from that which is supplied for the 
inhabitants of the country. 

It was on a previous visit to Milan, when the 
telegraph-wires were only just opened to the public 
by the Austrian authorities, that we had decided one 
day at dinner that we would go to Verona that night. 
There was a train at six, reaching Verona at mid- 
night, and we asked some servant of the hotel to tele- 
graph for us, ordering supper and beds. The demand 
seemed to create some surprise; but we persisted, and 
were only mildly grieved when we found ourselves 
charged twenty zwanzigers for the message. Teleg- 
raphy was new at Milan, and the prices were intended 
to be almost prohibitory. We paid our twenty 
zwanzigers and went on, consoling ourselves with the 
thought of our ready supper and our assured beds. 
When we reached Verona, there arose a great cry 
along the platform for Signor Trollope. I put out 
my head and declared my identity, when I was waited 
upon by a glorious personage dressed like a beau for 
a ball, with half-a-dozen others almost as glorious 
behind him, who informed me, with his hat in his 
hand, that he was the landlord of the "Due Torre." 
It was a heating moment, but it became more hot when 
he asked after my people, " mes gens." I could only 
turn round, and point to my wife and brother-in-law. 
I had no other " people." There were three carriages 
provided for us, each with a pair of grey horses. When 
we reached the house it was all lit up. We were not 
allowed to move without an attendant with a lighted 
candle. It was only gradually that the mistake came 
to be understood. On us there was still the horror 
of the bill, the extent of which could not be known 
till the hour of departure had come. The land- 
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lord, however, had aeknowktigrd to himself that hi* 
inductions had been ill-ftmii!e*l. :! *"' tn-mnl s 
with clemency. He had never U-tWr nvnunf a 
telegram. 

I apologise for these tales whh ,nv -ft.unI> tm|, 
side my purpose, and will emItMV.ur t. fdi nn | U<>rt , 
that shall not have a closer H-lan^n " "" 'i*i-y, 1 
had finished I7u* 7'Am' t '/*** jii^t i-i,.i- ! int i( i; , 
land, and when in Florence wa- nHl^-Hintf tn v hum 
for a new plot. Beintf tltni with > Itjothn-, I ; ,^ctl 
him to sketch me a plot, aw! In- <!ivw oftf ii;it *if my 
next novel, called /),u/i*r /!'*'. 
particularly, because it w,t* 
I have had recourse to ^ 
own brains for the tim.ul * 
unconsciously have 'ttlnp 
have read, -either from 
imagination,- I dn it<ff k 
that a man emplntil a* I luu- !<i'> t ?o t 
when doing it I lta\i? titti Inui .<*\.*t* 
done it, 1 have never taken ;iHMthcr ituu 
deliberately framcc) rny work tijinii it. I 4111 Ln irnni 
censuring this practice in othrr^, i'hir |.*riMir-.i 1114 -at-i^ 
in works of imaKtnatitm luvr li!4Jh'! ->u. h >u*I far 
themselves, Shakcupeare titi! **i -*M, li f|tt,trrt<^ 

whenever he* cmslil fiml Mm I*t- 

heavier hand, built up hi* 4ru ittti , * ! * 
the clah8ic, not thiitkin^ if W*^ ,1*1 h" ? f 
out direct acknowk^tiitnt. u 1 '-.*!* \>t * ^%th 
both from jxn*ts ami lit ftiat JM! ,1 t**.r it 
no such acktumlecl^tmni w.. it n .1 ! % ; >;*!% 
isted, and was very i*iinit^*is, ^t i i* A * M *i% 
a situ It in ciiffVii*iii IMA, .r M I t! * I *' * si 
thor, when hv u * tttlrt JJi- ** *! < il 
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of another, should own as mii'-h, demanding to be 
credited with no more of the wrk than he lias him- 
self produced. I may say al.M> that I have never 
printed as my own a word that has been written by 
others. 1 It might probably have been better for my 
readers bad I done so, as ! am informed that Doctor 
ThtWHC, the novel of whieh 1 am now speaking, lias 
a larger Nab* than any other Uiok of mine. 

Karly in 1858, while I was writing Doctor Thome, 
I was asked by the great men at the ( *enend Post Office 
to go to Kgypt to make a treaty with the Pasha for 
the conveyance of our mails through that country by 
railway. There was a treaty in existence, hut that 
had reference to the carriage of hags and boxes by 
camels front Alcx.tiitlria to Sue/, Since its date the 
railway had grown, and was now nearly completed, 
and a new treaty was wanted. S* I canu* over from 
Dublin to London, ou niv roa*t t and again went to work 
among the publishers, llir other novel was not fmished; 
but I thought I li.i*! now progressed far enough to 
arrange a ',tle while llir \vnrk wan still on the stocks. 
I wnit fit Mr, Hetiilev and demanded 400,- for the 
copyright, lit* acceded, but i' an it* to me the next 
morning at lite t iener.d l*st t 'Hike to say that it 
could nut be. He ti.it! gone tn work at his figures after 
I had left him. ami li.td fnuul that jr would be* the 
outsttle value nf the u*vel, 1 wan intent UJHW the 
larger MIIH; ;nnl in f!ti'tni% ]utste t -for I had but nn 
liiHir tit my iti'ipmal, - I rushril 1*1 i 'hapntan & Hall in 

* f nut -it lii.ila" niir r%i = r|iti*tii In ll$i* ilri'latllliiill, The 
le^.il i|il!iiil *i'. ! Irit1*iti'4 til /lit* l ; ii.lfili'i* l^iiiniii| t f wH 
\vrittrtt f*r i*ir li%- I Is.iilr-i Mrr\vr|brr 4 llir |nr*rtil Mt'iti- 
Itt'l' fnf N*s*!lii.lf|i!itt. 1 **I1I l**lil It IUH )H?CUttlC the 

fttitfig *i|il*|ll| MM t)j* '1!ljr* t, 
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Piccadilly, am! said wh.it I ln '' '''^'^ ' Mr . 
Chapman in f l tlu '^ l<lftllf "^ v "^' 
the first of a gmif m in* *", ^ ;t ii 1 
been siK)kvn by me llll! IM ; M1 ^ f * 
inr as he might !uv* ^"'' ^ ^^ 3 t ! \ ' 
held stopped hint *n <! ' ' ' ' f ' i * > : 
supposed he might .1-* < ' ? s* <i 
sitkml this to le a '*;!. ' 
that he held the |^'' ! ! 
was with him; toil w ' / % ^ !l< 
declined to buy the UiK, l^<* v ,U! !,,, U: 

dangt*n 



CHAPTER VII 



"DOCTOR THORNE " ff THE BERTRAMS ""THE WEST 

INDIES " AND ef THE SPANISH MAIN " 

As I journeyed across France to Marseilles, and made 
thence a terribly rough voyage to Alexandria, I wrote 
my allotted number of pages every day. On this occa- 
sion more .than once I left my paper on the cabin 
table, rushing away to be sick in the privacy of my 
state room. It was February, and the weather was 
miserable ; but still I did my work. Labor omnla 
vincit wiprobtis. I do not say that to all men has been 
given physical strength sufficient for such exertion 
as this, but I do believe that real exertion will enable 
most men to work at almost any season. I had pre- 
viously to this arranged a system of task- work for 
myself, which I would strongly recommend to those 
who feel as I have felt, that labour, when not made 
absolutely obligatory by the circumstances of the hour, 
should never be allowed to become spasmodic. There 
was no day on which it was my positive duty to write 
for the publishers, as it was my duty to write reports 
for the Post Office. I was free to be idle if I pleased. 
But as I had made up my mind to undertake this second 
profession, I found it to be expedient to bind myself 
by certain self-imposed laws. When I have commenced 
a new book, I have always prepared a diary, divided 
into weeks, and carried it on for the period which I 
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have allowed myself for the cornpletitm of the work. 
In this I have entered, day by lay, tin* number of 
pages I have written, so tlut if at any time I 
have slipped into idleness for *t day r t\v*, the reenrd 
of that idleness has been there, Mariw' tttr in tin- f;tre, 
and demanding of me im'reanetl l,tlnr, M tlut the 
deficiency might be supplied, A* j nilimt ! tin- cir- 
cumstances of the time, wlifllit'T my *tUT hu>incsi 
might be then heavy or light, <r whrt!u-r thr bank 
which I was writing was* or wu* not wanted with speed, 
I have allotted myself mi many pages a week, The 
average number has been about >f. It has hern plaeed 
as low as 20, and has risen In iu, Ami a*, a page ist 
an ambiguous term, my ha* !wi m.nlr ii fun- 

tain 250 words; and im wortK if it waii'hn], will 
have a tendency to I have hail rvrry wurd 

counted as I went. In tin* I havr maitlr with 

publishers 1 have, not, of eoursi*. with fltdr knowl- 
edge, but in my own nriml, umlertakrtt alwayn to 

supply them with wortN, I have never 

put a book out of hand of flu* hy a single 

word. I may also nay that tt* esters-* h.N hrett very 
small. I have prided on rotftplriiii^ my work 

exactly within the proponed tliinrnHttins, lint I have 
prided myself especially In completing it within the 
proposed time, and I have %tt, There ha* 

ever been the record me, mi*l a wrrk pa**r<l 

with an insufficient of luti firm a hli%ter 

to my eye* and a month BO 
a sorrow to my heart, 

I have been told thai arr 

the notice of a man of 1 tu-vrr i*tril 

myself to be a man of but Imti 1 M I 

think I might mil have In 
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trammels. Nothing surely is so potent as a law that 
may not be disobeyed. It has the force of the water- 
drop that hollows the stone. A small daily task, i 
it be really daily, will beat the labours of a spasmodic 
Hercules. It is the tortoise which always catches the 
hare. The hare has no chance. lie loses more time 
in glorifying himself for a quick spurt than suffices 
for the tortoise to make half his journey. 

I have known authors whose lives have always been 
troublesome and painful because their tasks have i 
never been dime in time. They have ever been as^ 
boys struggling to learn their lessons as they entered 
the school gates. Publishers have distrusted them, and 
they have failed to write their best because they have 
seldom written at ease. I have done double their work, 
though burdened with another profession, and have 
done it. almost without an effort. I have not once, 
through all my literary career, felt myself even in 
danger of being late with my task, I have known 
iw anxiety us to ** copy." The needed pages far ahead 
very far ahead have almost Always been in the 
drawer beside nte. And that little diary, with its 
dates and ruled spaces, its record that must be seen, 
its daily, weekly demand upon my industry, has done 
all that for rue. 

There art* those who would he ashamed to subject 
themselves to such a taskmaster, and who think that 
the- man who works with his imagination should allow 
himself to wait till- inspiration moves him* When 
! have heard sw*h doctrine preached, I have hardly 
been able to repress my scorn. To me it would not 
be wore absurd if the Nhovwaker were to wait for 
itiHpimtiott, or the tallow-chandler for the divine 
moment of melting* if the man whose busmen it if 
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to write has eaten too many good things, or lias drunk 
too much, or smoked too many cigars, as men who 
write sometimes will do, then his condition may be 
unfavourable for work; but so will be the condition of 
a shoemaker who has been similarly imprudent. I 
have sometimes thought that the inspiration wanted 
has been the remedy which time will give to the evil 
results of such imprudence. Mens sana in corpore 
sano. The author wants that as does every other 
workman, that and a habit of industry. I was once 
told that the surest aid to the writing of a book was a 
piece of cobbler's wax on my chair. I certainly believe 
in the cobbler's wax much more than the inspiration. 
It will be said, perhaps, that a man whose work has 
risen to no higher pitch than mine has attained, has no 
right to speak of the strains and impulses to which 
real genius is exposed. I am ready to admit the great 
variations in brain power which are exhibited by the 
products of different men, and am not disposed to 
rank my own very high; but my own experience tells 
me that a man can always do the work for which his 
brain is fitted if he will give himself the habit of 
regarding his work as a normal condition of his life. 
I therefore venture to advise young men who look 
forward to authorship as the business of their lives, 
even when they propose that that authorship he of 
the highest class known, to avoid enthusiastic rushes 
with their pens, and to seat themselves at their desks 
day by day as though they were lawyers 1 clerks; 
and so let them sit until the allotted task shall 'be 
accomplished. 



ic Bertrams. I was 
to excel, if not in 
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quality, at any rate in quantity. An ignoble ambition 
for an author, my readers will no doubt say. But not, 
I think, altogether ignoble, if an author can bring 
himself to ltx>k at his work as does any other workman. 
This had become my task, this was the furrow in 
which my plough was set, this was the thing the doing 
of which had fallen into my hands, and I was minded 
to work at it with a will.. It is not on my conscience 
that 1 have over scamped my work. My novels, 
whether good or bad, have been as good as I could 
make them. Had 1 taken three months of idleness 
between each they would have been no better. Feeling 
convinced of that, I finished Doctor Thornc on one 
day, and began The Ilertninw on the next. 

I had then been nearly two months in Egypt, and 
hud at last succeeded in settling the terms of a postal 
treaty. Nearly twenty years have passed since that 
time, and other years may yet run on before these 
pages are printed, 1 trust 1 may commit no official 
sin by describing here the nature of the difficulty which 
met inc. 1 found, mi my arrival, that I was to com- 
municate with ait officer of the Pasha, who was then 
called Nuhar Hey. I presume him to have been the 
gentleman who has lately dealt with our Government 
as to the Sue/. Canal shares, and who is now well 
known to the political world as Nubar Pasha. I found 
him a most courteous gentlemen, an Armenian. I 
never went to Jus office, nor do I know that he had an 
office. -Every other day lie would come to me at my 
hotel, and bring with him servants,, and pipes, and 
coffee, I enjoyed his coming greatly; but there was 
one point on which we could not agree. As to money 
and other details, it seemed as though he could hardly 
fu*t enough to the wishes of the Postmaster- 
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General; but on one point he was firmly opposed to 
me. I was desirous that the mails should be carried 
through Egypt in twenty-four hours, and he thought 
that forty-eight hours should be allowed. I was 
obstinate, and he was obstinate; and for a long time 
we could come to no agreement. At last his oriental 
tranquillity seemed to desert him, and he took upon 
himself to assure me, with almost more than British 
energy, that,, if I insisted on the quick transit, a terrible 
responsibility would rest on my head. I made this 
mistake, he said, that I supposed that a rate of trav- 
elling which would be easy and secure in England 
could be attained with safety in Egypt. " The Pasha, 
his master, would," he said, " no doubt accede to any 
terms demanded by the' British Post Office, so great 
was his reverence for everything British. In that case 
he, Nubar, would at once resign his position, and 
retire into obscurity. He would be ruined ; but the 
loss of life and bloodshed which would certainly follow 
so rash an attempt should not be on his head." I 
smoked my pipe, or rather his, and drank his coffee, 
with oriental quiescence but British firmness. Every 
now and again, through three or four visits, I 
renewed the expression of my opinion that the transit 
could easily be made in twenty-four hours. At last he 
gave .way, and astonished me by the cordiality of his 
greeting. There was no longer any question of blood- 
shed or of resignation of office, and he assured me, 
with energetic complaisance, that it should be his care 
to see that the time was punctually kept. It was 
punctually kept, 'and, I believe, is so still. I must con- 
fess, however, that my persistency was not the result 
of any courage specially personal to myself. While 
the matter was being debated, it had been whispered 
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to me that the Peninsular ami ( )ricnlal Steamship 
Company had conceived thai forty- eight hours would 
suit the purposes of their traffic l.)cttor than twenty- 
four, and that, as they were the great paymasters on 
the railway, the Minister of the Kgyptian State, who 
managed the railway, might prohahly wish to accom- 
modate them. I often wondered who originated that 
frightful picture of blood and desolation. That it came 
'from an Knglish heart and an English hand I was 
always sure. 

Prom Egypt I visited the Holy Land, and on my 
way inspected the Post Offices at Malta and Gibraltar. 
I could till a volume with true tales of my adventures. 
The Talt's of All Countries have, most of them, some 
foundation in such occurrences. There is one called 
John ttnll on the CtUiulahiulrlr, the chief incident in 
which occurred to me and a friend of mine on our 
way up that river to Seville. We both of us handled 
the gold ornaments of a man whom we believed to be 
a bull-fighter, but who turned out to be a duke, and 
a duke, too, who could speak Knglish 1 How gracious 
he was to us, and yet how thoroughly lie covered us 
with ridicule 1 

On my return home 1 received 4<x> from Messrs. 
Chapman & Hull for Doctor Thor*n\ and agreed to sell 
them VVu* ttcrtntms for the name sum. This latter 
novel was written under very vagrant circumstances, 
- ut Alexandria, Malta, Gibraltar, Glasgow, then at 
MM, and at last finished in Jamaica. Of my journey 
to the Went liulirs t will say a few words presently, 
hut 1 may as well speak of these two novels here. 
Doctor Tlwrm* has, I believe, been the most popular 
book that 1 have* written,--' -if 1 may take the sale as 
i proof of comparative popularity. The Bertrams has 



IIO AN Al T TOl!li*K\l'UV 

had quite an opposite fortune. I ! nt know that \ 
have ever heard it well .sjntken of* mm iiy my friends, 
and I cannot remember that tltrrr is any eharaeter 
in it that has dwelt in the wind** ni novel Traders, I 
myself think that they are of a!out npial merit, hut 
that neither of them is go], Thry fall away very 
much from 77ir 77ir<v C "krkx, l*th in juthm and 
humour. There is no perMnaje in rtthrr f them 
comparable to ChaiTaiihra** the lawyer, The plot 
of Doctor Tlwrnt* H #n*d t 411*! I ant In! therefore 
to sup, ''"6 that a gotd pint, whit It, to my mvtt frrling ( 
is the .H>st m.sijfifieaiit part f a t.ilr. \*. that wltioh 
will most nii.se if cir most t'iM<jrmn it m iln- |i!4io 
judgment. The plots tf I'twi ./.* .iml !' lri/i w 
are almost perfivt, and they iir* {tn-ifuMy ilir riirwi 
popular novels of the sehouK i*f ttir t.r.t atul of thi 
century; hut to nit* the delu'afv ?i' AmrJt.t ami tfst 
rugged strength cif tlitriry and M*^ ,\frtfdte^ ^j 
more for the jwwer of n^vrli-^^ ili,| t | t|| t * 

gift of conjstruetinn shown in flir iw*t \%-irK^ I kivr 
named, A novel thuiild 4 jmJwr *f iMmutmn life 
enlivened by hiuttuur and nwretrnrd l*v JMI!MIN. *|'o 
make that picture* worthy f .iifrniiMit, tfir i^nniw 
should be crowded real jHiru.it! \ nii tf iiuij. 

yiduals known to thf wtirkt *r in ifir .uithor. Inn f 
created persona^ iiniifi^fi.ifrit AifJi II + MI *! tjur- 
acter which are known. Ti na itntiin,!^ ilir |iluf 
is but the whirls fur ai! ilii , ; .t- S vJim ^m j uv 
the vchielc wiltimit fir ju.'<**n,*<- ., .IMH, o| tw< 
tery in whieh thr nr\* -.^tu*/ ?' Jiu-. ^oti 

have but a wimdni ?iinn%. linn siai-.t, ii<*Anrt, Ir 4 
story. You munt prtwid* 4 ;* vdn* Jr M| .u.^^r ^m |} M t 

Of The WIS III iff i44ish4th JMI!, 4tt! n 

the book was tiy mi ih^UvUt, n 
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Its failure never surprised me; but I have been sur- 
prised by tbe success of ])oct<>r Thorne. 

At this time there was nothing in the success of the 
one or the failure of the other to affect me very greatly. 
The immediate sale, and the notices elicited from the 
critics, and the feeling which had now come to me of 
:i confident standing with the publishers, all made me 
know that I had achieved my object. If I wrote a 
novel, 1 could certainly sell it. And if I could publish 
three in two years, confining myself to half the 
fecundity of thai terrible author of whom the publisher 
in Paternoster Row had complained to nu% ! might 
add I'ooo a year to my official income. I was still living 
in Ireland, and could keep a good house over my head, 
insure nsy life, educate my two boys, and bunt perhaps 
twice a week, on 1400 a year, If more should come, 
it would be well ;- but 600 a year 1 was prepared to 
reckon as sureevi. It had been slow in coming, but was 
very pleasant when it caiw. 

On my return From Kgypt I was sent down to 
Scotland to revise the tllasgow Post Office. I almost 
forget now what it was that I had to do there, but 
I know that t walked all over the city with the letter- 
carriers, going up to tin* top flats of the houses, as the 
men would have declared me* incompetent to judge the 
extent of their lalwwrs had I not trudged every step 
with tht'iit, It was mttNttnuucr, and wearier work I 
never performed, list* men would grumble, and then 
I would think how ii wouli! be. with them if they had to 
go home afterwards ant! write a love-scone. But the 
love-seem*?* written in < ilasgow, all belonging to The 
/ft'f/ftfii?^ are lit if |*i *ml. 

Then in the autumn of that yr:ir I%E, I was asked 
to go to ihc \Vc.st Imlic*, and ckansc the Augean 
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stables of our Post Office system there. Up to that 
time, and at that time, our Colonial Post Offices gen- 
erally were managed from home, and were subject to 
the British Postmaster-General. Gentlemen were sent 
out from England to be postmasters, surveyors, and 
what not; and as our West Indian islands have never 
been regarded as being of themselves happily situated 
for residence, the gentlemen so sent were sometimes 
more conspicuous for want of income than for offi- 
cial zeal and ability. Hence the stables had become 
Augean. I was also instructed to carry out in some 
of the islands a plan for giving up this postal authority 
to the island Governor, and in others to propose 
some such plan. I was then to go on to Cuba, to make 
a postal treaty with the Spanish authorities, and to 
Panama for the same purpose with the Government 
of New Grenada. All this work I performed to my 
satisfaction, and I hope to that of my masters in St. 
Martin's le Grand. 

But the trip is at the present moment of importance 
to my subject, as having enabled me to write that 
which, on the whole, I regard as the best book that 
has come from my pen. It is short, and, I think I 
may venture to say, amusing, useful, and true. As 
soon as I had learned from the secretary at the General 
Post Office that this journey would be required, I 
proposed the book to Messrs. Chapman & Hall, demand- 
ing 250 for a single volume. The contract was 
made without any difficulty, and when I returned home 
the work was complete in my desk. I began it on board 
the ship in which I left Kingston, Jamaica, for Cuba, 
and from week to week I carried it on as I went. 
From Cuba I made my way to St. Thomas, and through 
% island dpwn to Peraerara, then back to St. Thomas, 
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which is the starting-point for all places in that part 

of the globe, to Santa Martha, Carthagena, Aspin- 
wall, over the Isthmus to Panama, up the Pacific 
to a little harbour on the coast of Costa Rica, thence 
across Central America, through Costa Rica, and 
down the Nicaragua river to the Mosquito coast, and 
after that homo by Bermuda and New York. Should 
any one waul further details of the voyage, are they 
not written in my book? The fact memorable to me 
now is that I never made a single note while writing 
or preparing; it, Preparation, indeed, there was none. 
The descriptions and opinions came hot on to the paper 
from their causes. I will not say that this is the best 
way of writing a book intended to give accurate infor- 
mation. Hut it is the best way of producing to the 
rye tif the reader* and to his ear, that which the eye 
of tin* writer has seen and his ear heard. There are 
two kinds of confidence which a reader may have in 

his author,-- which two kinds the reader who wishes 

to use his reading well should carefully discriminate. 
There i* a i'ouiidenee in facts and a confidence in vision. 
The erne man tells you accurately what has been. The 
other .suggests to you what may, or perhaps what must 
have been, tir what ought to have been. The former 
require simple faith, The latter calls xipon you to judge 
for yourself, and form your own conclusions. The 
former doe* not intend to be prescient, nor the latter 
aeeurute. Research is the weapon used by the former; 
observation by the latter. Kit her may be false, -wil- 
fully false; a** also may either be steadfastly true. As 
tci that, the reader must judge for himself. Hut the man 
who write* rfff /*' t'<j/awc who works with a rapidity 
which will not admit of accuracy, may be as true, and 
iii one *en**c *u trustworthy, as he who bases 
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word upon a rock of facts, I lave written vrry much 
as I have travelled about; and flitniitfi I havr firm very 
inaccurate, I have always wnffnt flu- i-\act truth as 
I saw it; and I haves I think, drawn my pictures 
correctly. 

The view I took of the tvlativ*' j...itinn in || H 
West Indies of black men ant! \\hitr m*'n \va-. the 
view of the Tunes ncwhpaper at that j^n<|; fim \ ff im% 
appeared three articles in that jumnal. *ii* Hmrly 
after another, which made llir iMUnm- i ihr lHk. 
Had it been very had, I MPJM' it-- t'Mtnttir iu n!tl tmi 
have been mack* for it t'vru hy tin* t'nt'. t -.\ n*-\v^japtr. 
I afterwards became actiuaintn! with ih*' wrttrr if 
those articles, the contri!nit(r Iimr.rlt nijtj-jnni^ nn 
that he had written tliriii. I tr*!I him Out In* h;nj 
done me a greater .srrvicr than i : an tiiini ! r done 
by one man to another, hut that I via-* imdr-i- im nhjj, 
gation to him. I do not think ili.n hr %aw 
quite in the same liglii, 

I am aware that hy that t-rihi i-.nt f \\.r* n , Ul .|, 
raised in my |H>sition n.*i an atitlmr. U hrffjrt -.tjch 
lifting up by such mcaii.% is |ttnl ,,r lad Jur liirraiurc 
is a question which I ii|ir in iis^n .- M} , t jsjfi jrr 
chapter. Hut the result was iminrvh.itr IM mt, (r f 
at once went to Chapman t Ittll ami 
demanded 600 for my 



CHAPTER VIII 

THE "CORNIUU, MAGAZINE^ AND " FRAMLEY 

PARSONAGE^ 

SOON after my return from the West Indies I was 
enabled to change my district in Ireland for one in 
England. For some time past my official work had 
been of a special nature, taking me out of my own 

district; but through all that, Dublin had been my 
home, and there my wife and children had lived. I 
had often sighed to return to England,- with a silly 
longing. My life in England for twenty-six years from 
the time of my birth to the clay on which I left it, had 
been wretched, I had been poor, friendless, and joy- 
less. In Ireland it had constantly been happy. I had 
achieved the respect of all with whom I was concerned, 
1 had made for myself a comfortable home, and I had 
enjoyed many pleasures. Hunting itself was a great 
delight to me; and now, as I contemplated a move to 
England, and a house in the neighlxmrhood of London, 
I felt that hunting must be abandoned. 1 Nevertheless 
I thought that a man who could write books ought 
not to live in Ireland,- ought to live within the reach 
of the publishers, the clubs, and the dinner-parties of 
the metropolis. So 1 m:ule my request at headquarters, 
and with some lilt It* tlifliculty got myself appointed to 

1 It was not ubutulouct! till M\U*cn more years had passed 
11$ 
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the Eastern District of Kngland wlilrh comprised 
Essex, Suffolk, Norfolk, GitnhrilK<'Nhirt\ Himtingdou- 
shire, and the greater part of Hrrtfunlshirr. 

At this time I did not stand vrry wrJI with the 
dominant interest at the Client! I'M'-I OUU'r, My old 
friend Colonel Maberly had Invtt. siw timr shirt', 
squeezed into, and hist place was title*.! 1y Mr. Kmvland 
Hill, the originator of the JHMIIW |o-.t. With him t 
never had any sympathy, nor In* wiih iw. In figure* 
and facts he was most aivur.m', Imt I itrvrr i-ame 
across any one who so littU* undrr*.to*d tltr way?* of 
men, unless it was his brother l-'mirru". '! flu* iwa 
brothers the servants of the J***i t MluT, uu-n nuui<*r-> 
ous enough to have formcti a l;u^* anuy in tU| days, 
were so many machines wii*i finiltl U* cnuntrd mt for 
their exact work without drvi;uiit an whrt-!-* .;iy 1% 
counted on, which are kt*pt atw.iy** at flit* :%;mtt! 

pace and always by flit* |*twrr. K*m).tm! Hill 

was an induntriotiH piililii* servant, au\i>niH fur the 
good of his country; but he wan it h.ir*l u^taiywirf* 
and one who would, I think, haw j*tt Mir nrr.ii i|r|art- 
ment with which he conrrfsirii ;ittft^rf)trr nut of 
gear by his hardncH*, had hr iit tirrn at !;i*t rrtti- 
trolled. He was the Chief Stvrrury, itiy hmthrr in- 
law who afterwards MU*m*ilrl hint i'ainr tir%i to 
him, and Mr, Hiir tircilhrr thr Juntur SirrrUry. 
In the natural course of iliiiin^ I HOI. (rxttt tny 

position, anything to da tlir utaua|{f*itirnt of 

affairs;- but from to I ttiVM-lf 

or less mixed up in it. I wa* in lir 4 t!t<r.nt|{hiy 

efficient public servant; I mil I *ay i 

of myself without fear cif f*m any wtw 

who has known the IVwt OrtU'r.-- I w.n n-ri' f 

the departmefit, and ^4in* tu Ic 
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sidered, I generally had an opinion of my own. I 
have no doubt that I often made myself very disagree- 
able. I know that 1 sometimes tried to do so. But 
I could hold my own because I knew my business and 
was useful. I had given official offence by the publica- 
tion of The Three Clerks. I afterwards gave greater 
offence by a lecture on The Civil Service which I 
delivered in one of the large rooms at the General 
Post Ofike to the clerks there. On this occasion, the 
Postmaster (leneral, with whom personally I enjoyed 
friendly terms, sent for me and told me that Mr. Hill 
had told him that I ought to be dismissed. When I 
asked his lordship whether he was prepared to dismiss 
me, he only laughed. The threat was no threat to 
me, as ! knew myself to be too good to be treated in 
that fashion. The lecture had been permitted, and I 
hail disobeyed no order. In the lecture which I deliv- 
ered, there was nothing to bring me to shame, but it 
advocated the doctrine that a civil servant is only a 
servant an far as his contract goes, and that he is 
beycmcl that entitled to be as free a man in politics, 
as free in his general pursuits, and as free in" opinion, 
as those who are in open professions and open trades. 
All this is very nearly admitted now, but it certainly 
was not admitted then. At that time no one in the 
Post Office could even vote for a Member of 
Parliament. 

Through my whole official life I did my best to 
improve the .style of ofiictul writing, 1 have written, 
1 should think, some thousands of reports, -many of 
them necessarily very long ; some of them dealing with 
Mihjcct.s HO ahsurtl as to allow a touch of burlesque; 
some few in which it spark of indignation or a slight 
glow of $>athite might find an entrance* 1 have taken 
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infinite pains with these reports haltituattnff myself 
always to write them in the furm in whirh they should 
be sent, without a copy. It 5s hy writing tlius that 
a man can throw on to his pap-r thr <\a-t feeling 
with which his mind is 5mprcsM-l at flu* umnu-nt. A 
rough copy, or that which is callr*l a draft, i% written 
in order that it may her touched ant| altrml am! put 
upon stilts. The waste of liiw. nurnvrr. in such an 
operation, is terrible. If a man kttws his t-raft with 
his pen, he will have learm-il t \\nir \\tihout the 
necessity of changing his \vonh r tlu firm nf h 
sentences. I had loanu-tl M to \vrii* my rrprt.s that 
they who read them .%houll kuw what it was that I 
meant them to uwlcrstawl. Hut I tin tt*t flunk that 
they were regarded with favmr. I hav*- h-anl horror 
expressed because the* oltl forms wrrt* hMTfjari|rtI and 
language used which liatl no *ai-<iur nl rctl taju?, 
During the whole of this work in flir I'M%I Oilice It 
was my principle always to ohry attthnnty in rvrry- 
thing instantly, htit cvt*r to allw tuy | tic 

closed as to the exprcsMun of my npiniMn. *|''|u-y wlm 
had the ordering of inr vrry tifirsi Ii4 n**! ki*\v tin* 
work as I knew it, cmihl t f<-H a'* I tnlil what 
would be the effect of this >r ih.tt il!,ini*r. U'hen 
carrying out instructions wliiili 1 knew 'hut*! nnt hav 
been given, I never wTiipIn! l jt^iiii nut tin- fatuity 
of the improper order in thr strMn^r^t language 
I could decently employ, I hnvr rrvr!lr| in 
official correHjKnulenceH, ami 1i.i* - k in '*-*ttir f 
as the greatent delight H ! my It If*-, Ilin t ans ii^l 
that they were m t niUrrt, 

I sucreedi**!, lunvevrr, in ihe | ; 'itj*!nli i 

which ccniltl hanlly have U*-n frfii-irit lo mr, --^ 
prepared tti isr rc-vi*lrnM' tm~,ttih liir n.| 
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new magazine. And looking over the annexed pro- 
gramme, you will see whether you can't help us in 
many other ways besides tale-telling. Whatever a man 
knows about life and its doings, that let us hear about. 
You must have tossed a good deal about the world, 
and have countless sketches in your memory and 
your portfolio. Please to think if you can furbish 
up any of these besides a novel. When events occur, 
and you have a good lively tale, bear us in mind. 
One of our chief objects in this magazine is the getting 
out of novel spinning, and back into the world. Don't 
understand me to disparage our craft, especially your 
wares. I often say I am like the pastrycook, and 
don't care for tarts, but prefer bread and cheese; but 
the public love the tarts (luckily for us), and we 
must bake and sell them. There was quite an excite- 
ment in my family one evening when Paterfamilias 
(who goes to sleep on a novel almost always when he 
tries it after dinner) came up-stairs into the drawing- 
room wide awake and calling for the second volume 
of The Three Clerks. I hope the Cornhill Magazine 
will have as pleasant a story. And the Chapmans, 
if they are the honest men I take them to be, I've 
no doubt have told you with what sincere liking your 
works have been read by yours very faithfully, 

"W. M. THACKERAY/' 

This was very pleasant, and so was the letter from 
Smith & Elder offering me 1000 for the copyright 
of a three-volume novel, to come out in the new 
magazine, on condition that the first portion of it 
should be in their hands by December i2th. There was 
much in all this that astonished me; in the first place 
the price, which was more than double what I had 
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driving his pigs to market cannot always make them 
travel by the exact path which he has intended for 
them. When some young lady at the end of a story 
cannot be made quite perfect in her conduct, that vivid 
description of angelic purity with which you laid the 
first lines of her portrait should be slightly toned down. 
I had felt that the rushing mode of publication to which 
the system of serial stories had given rise, and by which 
small parts as they were written were sent hot to the 
press, was injurious to the work done. If I now com- 
plied with the proposition made to me, I must act 
against my own principle. But such a principle 
becomes a tyrant if it cannot be superseded on a just 
occasion. If the reason be " tanti," the principle should 
for the occasion be put in abeyance. I sat as judge, 
and decreed that the present reason was " tanti." On 
this my first attempt at a serial story, I thought it fit 
to break my own rule. I can say, however, that I have 
never broken it since. 

But what astonished me most was the fact that 
at so late a day this new Cornhill Magazine should be 
in want of a novel. Perhaps some of my future readers 
will be able to remember the great expectations which 
were raised as to this periodical. Thackeray's was a 
good name with which to conjure. The proprietors, 
Messrs. Smith & Elder, were most liberal in their 
manner of initiating the work, and were able to make 
an expectant world of readers believe that something 
was to be given them for a shilling very much in excess 
of anything they had ever received for that or double 
the money. Whether these hopes were or were not 
fulfilled it is not for me to say, as, for the first few 
years of the magazine's existence, I wrote for it more 
than any other one person. But such was certainly 
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the prospect; and how had it come to pass that, with 
such promises made, the editor and the proprietors 
were, at the end of October, without anything fixed 
as to what must be regarded as the chief dish in the 
banquet to be provided? 

1 fear that (he answer to this question must be 
found in the habits of procrastination which had at 
that time grown upon the editor. He had, I imagine, 
undertaken the work himself, and had postponed its 
commencement till there was left to him no time for 
commencing. There was still, it may be said, as much 
time for him atf For me. 1 think there was, for 
though he had his magazine to look after, I had the 
Post Diliee. But he thought, when unable to trust 
his own energy, that he might rely upon that of a 
new recruit. He was but four years my senior in life, 
but ho was at the top of the tree, while I was still at 
the bottom. 

Having made up my mind to break my principle, 
I .started at once from Dublin to London. I arrived 
there on the morning of Thursday, 3d of November, 
and left it on the evening of Friday. In the meantime 
I hail made my agreement with Messrs.. Smith & 
KMcr, and had arranged my plot. But when in Lon- 
don, 1 first went to Kdward Chapman, at 193 Piccadilly. 
If the novel 1 was then writing for him would suit 
the (W/*/i7/. might 1 consider my arrangement with 
him to he at an end? Yes; i might. But if that story 
would not Milt the CurnhilJ, was I to consider my 
arrangement with him us .still standing, that agree- 
ment requiring that my MS. should be m his hands 
in tin* following March? As to that, I might do as 
I pleased. In our dealings together Mr. Edward 
Chapman always acceded to every suggestion made 
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to him. lie never refused a hook, ami never 
at a price. Then I hurried into llir City, ami had tny 
first interview with Mr. Uerge Smith. When be 
heard that Castle Richmond was an Irish story, h c 
begged that I would endeavour to frame some other 
for his magazine. He was sure that an Irish story 
would not do for a commencement ; ami fir MiHjjested 
the Church, as though it were my prrnliar subject, 
I told him that Ctwtlc KichtUf>n<i \\>ttb! luvr in M etmie 
out" while any other novel that I nn^hf wrtir for him 
would be running through the w.i^i/inc , but to that 
he expressed himself altogether iinlufrrrnt. Ilr wanted 
an English tale, on English life, with a elrrii-al flavonr. 
On these orders I went to \\ttk s an* I iramn! what 1 
suppose I must call the plot of ! ; ?t?t.?!rv /*iir,*i>ti/c. 

On my journey lack to Ireland, HI fit** railway 

carriage, I wrote the first frw p.i^rs *f that story, 

I had got into my bead an iil%t ( \\bat I nteant tti 

write, a morsel of the biography f an l ; ii|*li%ii elvr^y- 

man who should not b f a b,l man, !uf uir Iril into 

temptation by bin own yonth anil hv the titiflrrica! 

accidents of the life of those ;trmnt! turn, "J'lir Jtive 

of his sinter for the youn^ l*irl w,n an atljunct 

necessary, because there iuii'4 br luvr in a iivel. 

And then by placing Kramlev rafjm.i^ nrar Har- 

Chester, I was able to fall hack tipm tnv nbl ffin$it*i 

Mrs. Proudie and the areluli3i'i*n. f htt **i ihr-e **lij*ht 

elements I fabricated a p **!$ in which ilie 

real plot consisted at li*l nitnply f 4 jjirl rrlii^isif 

to marry the man shr till ilir tn,Mi\ 

.agreed to accept her itnnngly, mtiKI In* k 

efficient or arti.sttc*. Hut tin* I'tamii-id -, wrrc mi writ 

handled, that the work il$r i tin* Lm ^4** 

popular, -and was ** it on W ttii rtiSI 
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increasing favour by both editor and proprietor of 
the magazine. The story was thoroughly English. 
There was a little fox-hunting and a little tuft- 
hunting, some Christian virtue and some Christian 
cant. There was no heroism and no villainy. There 
was much Church, but more love-making. And it was 
downright honest love,- in which there was no pre- 
tence on the part of the lady that she was too ethereal 
to be fond of a man, no half ami-half inclination on 
the part of the man to pay a certain price and no more 
for a pretty toy. Kaeh of them longed for the other, 
and they were not ashamed to say so. Consequently 
they in Kngland who were living, or had lived, the 
same sort of life, liked I'nunley.l'ursonage. I think my- 
self that Lucy kobarts is perhaps the most natural Eng- 
lish girl that 1 ever drew, the most natural, at any 
rate, of those who have been good girls. She was not 
as dear to me as Kate Woodward in The Three Clerks, 
but 1 think she is more like real human life. Indeed I 
doubt whether sndi a character could be made more 
lifelike than Lucy Uobarts. 

And 1 will say also that in this novel there is no 
very weak part, no long succession of dull pages. 
The production of novels in serial form forces upon 
the author the conviction that be should not allow 
himself to be tedious in any single part. 1 hope no 
reader will misunderstand me. In spite of that con- 
vietion* the writer of stories in parts will often be 
tedions, That I have been so myself Is a fault that 
will lie heavy nn my tombstnne. Hut the writer when 
be etttkirks in *udi a business should fed that he can- 
not afford I** have many jajjes .skipped out of the few 
which ai'e to met*! the reader's eye at the same time. 
Win* e:w iinutitue the first half of the first volume of 



Wawrlcy coming' out in ^Iiilliui: niunhiTs? I had real- 
ised this when I was writing l-minky Ainwiid^Y; and 
working on the conviction wliu'lt had thus come home 
to me, I fell into nn bathm !' ilulwss. 

I subsequently eame across a pitvr of criticism 
which was written on IIH* a* ^ novelist Iiy a hrother 
novelist ycry nmch greater than nty >!*, ami whuse 
brilliant intellect ant! warm ima^mahttM Irt] him to a 
kind of work the very opposite l unit**, "I his \v;u 
Nathaniel Hawthorne, the Ameruaii, vvhmu I did nut 
then know, hut whose works I knew. M^n^h it praises 
myself highly, I will insert if her*-, Uvatr>e it ceriamly 
is true in its nature: "If i- i^M u^MtJj." he a>^ 
"that my own individual 1 1 t- j it *rufi- .tnother 
class of works than UUM' v\huh I is\ *h ILI ahlr to 
write. If I were to meet with 4* I I > *! k # i t wir hy 
another writer, I dnu't lulu .r I i. y! , h i! 4 r t< i;et 
through them. Have >,*u rv i i i* ? Mir $,H\I! f 
Anthony TroIIopt*! Iliri pu*i <U ,nt nn f.M* 1 , 
solid and suhstuntial \utftrjt u t*t* *^,'iih t*l Urf 
and through the inspiration * I .d* , . n4 tn t ,i . n at as 
if some giant had IMVUI a HIIMI hi*i p *ti MI ihr rasth 
and put it under u j*' |Vt **'*, ^s'** - l *l ' *h hitaut* 
goinK about their tl.iilv 1 ti in i%* n^t tt j *lin^ 
that they were beiu^ m.tdt .1 how il \n I tli r hitikt 
are just us tuiglihli a*, a h ! t tl. ILn* iS v tver 
been tried in Aiiirric.if It iiiil ,ai I h d, n n .jr!uu 
to make them thdroutthh twtjit h< M .* 1- , l*i ,iill I 
should think that hmitau ti*nin \\ *M ru ihiiii MU 
cess anywhere,*' 

This wan dated eurly in ottiltl Ii4.%;r itn 

reference to l f nimby /'iirrfwi^v; l.ul it \*-r* a-* *if 
that work m of any that I tuvc wnttm, Atul itic 
criticism! whether juat or 
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derful accuracy the purport that I have ever had in 
view in my writing. I have always desired to " hew 
out some lump of the earth," and to make men and 
women walk upon it just as they do walk here among 
us,- --with not more of excellence, nor with exagger- 
ated haseness, so that my readers might; recognise 
human beings like to themselves, and not feel them- 
selves to he carried away among gods or demons. If I 
could do this, then I thought 1 might succeed in impreg- 
nating the mind of the novel reader with a feeling that 
honesty is the best policy; that truth prevails while 
falsehood fails; that a girl will he loved as she is pure, 
and sweet, and unselfish; that a man will he honoured 
as he is true, ami honest, and brave of heart ; that things 
meanly done are ugly and odious, and things nobly 
done beautiful and gracious. 1 do not say that lessons 
such as these may not lie metre grandly taught by higher 
Jlights than mine. Such lessons ronie to us from our 
greatest poets* Hut there are so many who will read 
novels and understand them, who either do not read 
the works of our great poets, or reading them miss the 
lesson ! And even in prose fiction the character whom 
UK* fervid imagination of the writer has lifted some- 
what into the clouds, will hardly give so plain an 
example to the hasty normal reader as the. humbler 
personage whom that reader unconsciously feels to 
resemble himself or herself. I do think that a girl 
would more probably dress her own mind after Lucy 
Kobarts than after Mora MacdonaU!. 

There, are many who would laugh at the idea of a 
novelist tciiditng either virtue or nobility,- those, for 
instauee, who regard the reading of novels as a sin, 
and those* also who think it to be simply an idle pas- 
time. They took ii|wi the tellers of stories us among 
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Hie tribe of (hosi* who pander to ihr xvirki'd 
of a wicked world. I have regardfd my art from so 
different a point of view that 1 have ever thought of 
myself as a preacher of sermons, and my pulpit as one 
which I could make both salutary an<! agrwible to my 
audience. I do believe that no girl has risrii from the 
reading of my pages less modest than *he was before, 
and that some may have learned front them that modesty 
is a charm well worth preserving. I think that no youth 
has been taught that in falseness ami flashurss is to be 
found the road to manliness; but MWIC may perhaps 
have learned from me that if is to be found in I ruth 
and a high but gentle spirit. Siteh arc the lessttnH I 
have striven to teach; and 1 have thought it might 
best be done by representing to my readers I'haraeters 
like themsdvevor to which they might hketi them- 
selves. 

Framtey Parsonage - or, rather, my eotmivtion with 
the C0r/*jY/ was the itH*ann of titifuiliiriiig nw very 
quickly to that literary world friii wltieit f hatl hitherto 
been severed by the fact nf my rr^itlrtirr ttt Irrhmtl, In 
December, 1859, while I was still very hard ;ti work on 
my novel, I came ewer lit ehargr of tttr Fasten* 
District, and settled at n rrsnlrtu'i* ;ilmiii twelve 

miles from London, in Hcrtfird*lttrr. but on tlir 
Both of Essex and Kficl<iirwx,-whielt 
too grandly culled Walthant Ifni.c*. Hits I tt*>k on 
lease, and subitequently ! Imtl H|H*III 

1000 on improvertteitt*. l-Vm tinier 1 W;IH iiltlr tri 
make myself frequent both ttt atul (tc'eaciiiiy, 

and to live, when the iviittr, tif 

my own pursuit. 

It WM in January, that Mr <i*nr^ Simtli It* 

whose enterprise we owe t witl^ ilr i 
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but the Pall Mall Gazette gave a sumptuous 
r to his contributors. It was a memorable banquet 
uny ways, but chiefly so to me because on that 
ion I first met many men who afterwards became 
tost intimate associates. It can rarely happen that 
ueh occasion can be the first starting-point of so 

friendships. It; was at that table, and on that 
;hat 1 first saw Thackeray, Charles Taylor (Sir) 
whom in latter life 1 have loved no man better, 
rt Boll, G. 1L Lewes, and John Everett Millais. 

all these men I afterwards lived on affectionate 
i ; but I will here speak specially of the last, 
isc from that time he was joined with me in so 
i of the work that I did. 

\ Millais wan engaged to illustrate Framley Par- 
<, but this was not the first work he did for the 
nine. In the second number there is a picture of his 
upnnying Monckton Milne's Unspoken Dialogue. 
first drawing he did for Pramlcy Parsonage did 
ippear till after the dinner of which I have spoken, 
I do not think that I knew at the time that he was 
get! on my novel. When I did know it, it made me 
proud. He afterwards illustrated Orlcy Farm, 
Small Hints? of AUington, Rachel Ray, and Phincas 
. Altogether he drew from my tales eighty-seven 
'iitgs, and I do not think that more conscientious 
; was ever done by man. Writers of novels know 
and HO ought readers of novels to have learned- 
there are two nuxles of illustrating, either of which 
be* adopted equally by a bad and by a good artist. 
kvhidi class Mr, Milhiltt belongs I need not say; 
an n ginnl artist* it wan open to him simply to make 
t*tty picture, or to study the work of the author 
i whose writing he was bound to take his subject. 
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of my time, and was, happily I may say is, 1 _ the best 
giver of dinners. A man rough of tongue, brusque in 
his manners, odious to those who dislike him, some- 
what inclined to tyranny, he is the prince of friends, 
honest as the sun, and as openhnntled as Charity itself. 

Robert Hell has now heen dead nearly ten years. As 
I look hark over the interval and reniemher how inti- 
mate we were, it seems odd to me that we should have 
known each other for no more than six years. lie was 
a man who Isad lived hy his pen from his very youth; 
and was so far successful that I do not think that want 
ever eame near him, Hut he never made that mark 
which his industry and talents would have seemed to 
ensure, lie was a man well known to literary men, 
hut not known to readers. As a journalist he was useful 
and conscientious, hut Ins plays and novels never made 
themselves popular, fit* wrote a life of Canning, and 
he brought nut an annotated edition of the British 
poets; but he achieved no great success. I have known 
no man better read in Knglish literature. Hence his 
con venation, had a peculiar charm, hut he was not 
equally happy with bis pen, He will long he remem- 
bered at the Literary Fund Committees, of which he 
was a staunch and most trusted supporter. I think it 
was be who tirst introduced me to that hoard. It has 
cift en been .said that literary men are peculiarly apt to 
think that they art* slighted and unappreciated. Robert 
Hell certainly never achieved the position in literature 
which be once aspired to fill, and which he was justified 
in thinking that be could ram for himself. 1 have 
frequently discussed these .subjects with him, but I never 

1 M.IN! wilbin it yrar tif the writing of this lie went 
trow tix 
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icard from his mouth a word of complaint as to his 
D\vn literary fate. He liked to hear the chimes go at 
midnight, and he loved to have ginger hot in his mouth. 
On such occasions no sound ever came out of a man's 
lips sweeter than his wit and gentle revelry. 

George Lewes, with his wife, whom all the world 
knows as George Eliot, has also been and still is one 
of my dearest friends. He is, I think, the acutest critic 
I know, and the severest. His severity, however, is a 
fault. His intention to be honest, even when honesty 
may give pain, has caused him to give pain when 
honesty has not required it. He is essentially a doubter, 
and has encouraged himself to doubt till the faculty of 
trusting has almost left him. I am not speaking of the 
personal trust which one man feels in another, but of 
that confidence in literary excellence, which is, I think, 
necessary for the full enjoyment of literature. In one 
modern writer he did believe thoroughly. Nothing ca.li 
be more charming than the unstinted admiration which 
he has accorded to everything that comes from the pen 
of the wonderful woman to whom his lot has been 
united. To her name I shall recur again when speak- 
ing of the novelists of the present day. 

Of "Billy Russell," as we always used to call him, 
I may say that I never knew but one man equal to him 
in the quickness and continuance of witty speech. That 
one man was Charles Lever also an Irishman whom 
I had known from an earlier date, and also with close 
intimacy. Of the two, I think that Lever was perhaps 
the more astounding producer of good things. His man- 
ner was perhaps a little the happier, and his turns more 
sharp and unexpected. But " Billy " also was marvel- 
lous. Whether abroad as special correspondent, or at 
home Amidst the flurry of his newspaper work, he was a 



" J'KAM UCY PARSONAGE " 133 

iitf companion; his ready wit always gave him 

, word. 

liackeray I will speak again when I record his 

e were many others whom I met for the first 
(Joortfo Smith's table. Albert Smith, for the 
ul indeed for the last lime, as he died soon after; 
s, whom all (ho world knew as Jacob Omnium, 
i greatly regarded; Dallas, who for a time was 
mtu- to the Tunes, and who certainly in that 
y did belter work than has appeared since in the 
epartmeni ; George Augustus Sala, who, had he 
himself fair play, would have risen to higher 
ee than that nf being- the best writer in his day 
;ititmal leading artieles; and Kit /.-James Stephen, 
<if very different calibre, who had not yet cttlmi- 
but who, in* doubt, will culminate among our 
There were many others; -but I cannot now 
liioir various names us identified with those 
Is. 

*;wj/t*y Ptrnwieiiv I need only further say, that 
hte it I hee.inte more closely than ever acquainted 
it* new shin* which I had added to the English 
I had it all in my mind,- its roads and rail- 
it*, towns and parishes, its members of Parlia- 
tnd flu* dillVivnt hunts which rode over it. I 
11 tin* jjivat Ior*K and their castles, the squires 
ir park-*, the iwtors and their churches. This 
; fourth litivcl cf whicli I hud placed the scene 
4't4tii"<% and ;i* I wrnto it I nuule a map of the 
unity, Tiifiit!!fitttit tlic.sr stories there has been 
if iiv*<ii to a lj'tiiiius sit* which does not repre- 
ntr a '.JHU fit' which I Know all the accessories, 
$;h ! had lived and waiitlcreil there. 
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WHEN I had half-finished / ; MW/I\V /*tfn'i??wiy, I went 
back to my other .story, Gw//<' A'/<7;wjw/, whifh I was 
writing for Messrs, Chapman & Hall. and cMutpiftcd 
that I think that this wan the only occasion * which 
I have had two different novels in my iiiim! at ffir suue 
time. This, however, did not create rither UttKrulty r 
confusion. Many of us live In titflVrntf rirrli*%; and 
when we go from our friends in flir tnvvn lit tnn friend* 
in the country, we do not usually fiil in iruicinhrr tin* 
little details of the one life tir iln* tiilirr, ''j'h,. ji; t r sun 
at Rusticum, with his wifV ant! hi% wifr's inntlirr, and 
all his helongin^s; and citir old frimtf, thr S|itir*\ with 
his family history; and i*'arnic*r ^Itiilgr, \v!u has bmt 
cross with us, because we rrlt* sc* uttnrt'csNariiy over 
his barley; and that rascally jwiutlirr. onrc a i^ime- 
keeper, who now traps a!) tlir fojcm; iuiil prrriy Mary 
Cann, whose marriage with tlir wltrrlwriKht we tlitl 
something to cxiHHlite;-t!umK'h wr arc ali'vr in them 
all, do not drive out <if our lr;itii ffir rltih ^u%si|> f r 
the memories of lint tltntirrs r any im.'it!t*nt 

of our London intinmcicn. In tuir livrn wr ;trr alwayN 
weaving noveli, and w-e in i| ir dtilfrrritt - 

tales distinct. A man do**, in trmli. rrninnl^r t|, ilt 
which it interests him to ; ami wlini wr hrar 

thftt memory ha gone its itgr lw* ms # we 
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understand that the capacity for interest in the matter 
concerned has perished. A man will be generally very 
old and feeble before, he forgets how much money he 
has in the funds. There is a good deal to be learned 
by any one who wishes to write a novel well; but when 
the art has been acquired, I do not sec why two or 
three .should not be well written at the same time. I 
have never found myself thinking much about the work 
that 1 had to do till I was doing it. 1 have indeed for 
many years almost abandoned the effort to think, trust- 
ing myself, with the narrowest thread of a plot, to work 
the matter out when the pen is in my hand. But my 
mind is constantly employing itself on the work 1 have 
done. Had I left either l : nnnlcy Parsonage or Castle 
Richuwnd half -finished fifteen years ago, I think I could 
complete the tales now with very little trouble. I have 
not looked at Castle Richmond since it was published; 
and poor as the work is, I remember all the incidents. 

Caslle Kichnwml certainly was not a success, 
though the plot is a fairly good plot, and is much more 
of a plot than I have generally been able to find. The 
.seene H laid in Ireland, during the famine; and I am 
well aware now that Knglish readers no longer like 
Irish stories, I cannot understand why it should be 
.so, as tin* Irish character is peculiarly well fitted for 
romanee. Hut Irish subjects generally have become dis- 
tasteful. This novel, however, is of itself a weak pro- 
duet ion. Tin* eharaeters do not excite .sympathy , The 
heroine has two lovers, one of whom is i scamp and 
the other a prig. As regards the scamp, the girl's 
mother i* her own rival. Rivalry of the same nature 
has been admirably depicted by Thackeray in his 
juiiifiiiil; lull then* the mother's* love seems to be jusli- 
fk'tj by the girl's indifference. In C^iic Kichnwnd th$ 
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mother strives to rob her daughter of the man'; 
The girl herself has no character; and the mothe 
is strong enough, is almost revolting. The dialn 
often lively, and some of the incidents are well 
but the story as a whole was a failure*. 1 cannot r< 
ber, however, that it was roughly handled hy the 
when it came out; and I much doubt whet JUT an 
so hard was said of it then as that which I hav 
here. 

I was now settled at Walthain Cross, in a ho 
which I could entertain a few friend* modestly, 
we grew our cabbage's and strawberries, made on 
butter, and killed our own pigs- 1 occupied 
twelve years, and they were years to me of great 
perity. In 1861 I became a member oi the <i 
Club, with which institutitm I have since heen 
identified. I had belonged It* if about two years. 
on Thackeray's death, 1 was invited to till his jI. 
the Committee, and 1 have been one of that augu* 
ever since. Having up to that time lived vm 
among men, having known hitherto tutthmg of 
having even as a boy hern banished from Burial g 
ings, i enjoyed infinitely ill first the gairtv of tin 
rick. It wan a festival to me to diw tlirri* -w! 
did indeed Imt seldom; and a great dritght to 3 
rubber in the little rcMim up-stait'N of ;iti afterno 
am speaking now of tin* ttlil club in Ktn^ Street. 
playing of whist before dinner ha?* sittcv that IT 
habit with me, HO that unies* iltrrr \w vomfthin 
special to do -unless there lit* hunt tit}*, or I am v 
to ride in the park by tiir young tyrant o( my 1 
hold it is ** my cuKtont alwayn tit the aCtenuMti 
have sometimes felt sore, with m>srlf fir thi^ jt 
ency, feeling that I was my^li ,t 
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amusement which has not after all very much to recom- 
mend it. I have often thought that I would break 
myself away from it, and " swear off," as Rip Van 
Winkle says. But my swearing off has been like that 
of Rip Van Winkle. And now, as I think of it coolly, 
I do not know but that I have* been right to cling to it. 
As a man grows old he wants amusement, more even 
than when he is young; and then it becomes so difficult 
to find amusement. Heading should, no doubt, be the 
delight of men's leisure hours. 1 fad 1 la choose between 
books and cards, 1 should no doubt take the books. But 
I find that I can seldom read with pleasure for above 
an hour and a half at a time, or more than three hours 
a day. As t write this I am aware that hunting must 
soon lie abandoned. After sixty it is given but to few 
men to ride straight across country, and 1 cannot bring 
myself to adopt any oilier mode of riding. I think that 
without cank I should now be much at a loss. When 
1. began to play at the darriek, 1 did so simply because 
J liked the society of the men who played. 

1 think that 1 became popular among those with whom 
1 associated. 1 have long been aware of a certain 
weakness in my own character, which I may call a 
craving for love. 1 have ever had a wish to be liked 

by those around me,- -u wish thai during the first half 

of my life wan never gratified, In my school-days no 
small part of my misery came from the envy with which 
1 regarded the popularity of popular boys, They seemed 
to me to live in a social paradise, while the desolation 
of my pandemonium was complete. And afterwards, 
when I was in London as a young man, I had but few 
friends. Among the clerks in the Post OfBce I held my 
own fairly for the first two or three years; but even 
then 1 regarded ttipdf a* something of a pariah. My 
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Irish life had been imu'h better, I had li.nl tit 
and children, and had been sustained liy a feel 
general respect. Hut even in Ireland I had in 
lived but little in .society. Our means had heei 
cient for our wants, but insullieient fur euiert 
others. It was not till we had settled nursel 
Waltham that I really began t live ittttdi wiili < 
The Garrick Club was the first assomhhiKe <if r 
which I felt myself to he popular. 

I soon became a member of other elnhs, Tftn 
the Arts Club in Hanover Scjuare, of \vhi'h I s, 
opening, but from which, after tliree or four y 
withdrew my name, having found that iUiiisig 
three or four years I hat! not once entered the hn 
Then I wan one of the originators of the < 'tvd S 
Club not from judgment, hnt instigated ft* do 
others. That also I loft for the same re.tMtn, It 
I received the honour f tn'ing eleeted by the C 'nnt 
at the Athenannn. For this 1 \V;IN indebted t the 
ness of Lord Stanhope; and I never \va* more nur 
than when I wan informed of the faet, Al*nt the 
time I became a mcinhtT of the t'oMftMpoht.tn, ;t 
club that meets twice a week in Ourle* Stteet, l!r 
Square, and supplies to nil its iiinsilirr**, and its 
bers 1 friends, tea and brandy and water wit It* mt eli 
The gatherings there I used In think very tleh^ 
One met Jacob Oinntuui, Ntouektuit Mthtex 
Hughes, William Stirling, Hniry Hervr. Arihttr 
sell, Torn Taylor, and .such like; and genera!!)* a ^ 
political element, thtiroygiily mixed. t i- 

spirit to the place. Lord Ki|Hiti, i,tr*I t suit!ry 4 XV 
Forster, Lord Knfldcl, Ijird Kim)trrlry. ttt^trge 
tinck, Vcrnon Harcourt, Krunilry l>itvnt|Kiri, Ki 
bull Huguessen, with in 
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of Parliament with free tongues. Afterwards I 
: a member of the Turf, which I found to be serv- 
or the reverse only for the playing of whist 
i points. 

>ugust, iKfa. T wrote another novel for the Corn- 
imtsinc. it was a short story, about one volume 
<th. and was called The Struggles of Brown, 
and Kttbinjftm. In this I attempted a style for 
I certainly was not qualified, and to which I 
had again recourse. It was meant to be funny, 
ill of ,slang\ and was intended as a satire on the 
if trade*. Still I think that there is some good 
it, but I have heard no one else express such an 
i. I do not know that I ever heard any opinion 
sed on it, except by the publisher, who kindly 
ted that In* did not think it was equal to my usual 
Though lu had purchased the copyright, he did 
publish the story in a book form till 1876, and 
passed into the world of letters sub silentio. I 
know that it was ever criticised or ever read. I 
;d t'<XK) for it. Prom that time to this I have 
aid at about that rate for my work- 600 for the 
ty contained in an ordinary novel volume, or 
for a long tale published in twenty parts, which 
al in length to five, such volumes. I have oo 
ally. I think, received something more than this, 
I think less for any tale, except when 1 have pub- 
iny work anonymously. 1 Having said so much, 
I not further specify the prices as 1 mention the 
as they were written. 1 will, however, when I 
mpU'ttng this memoir, give a list of all the sums 
received for my literary labours, I think that 
icr flit* date at which this was written I have en- 
fed 4t iliuimulivu in price* 
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Brown, Jones and Robinson was tin- hardest iai 
ever sold to a publisher, 

In 1861 the War of Secession had broken 
America, and from the first I interested luyM-lf n 
the question. My mother had thirty years pre- 
written a very popular, but, as I had thought, ;i 
what unjust hook about our eottMns over ihe 
She had seen what was distasteful in the ttunne: 
young people, but had hardly reco^ni^ed their < 
I had entertained for many years an ambition hi 
her footsteps there, and to write another bi*k. 
already paid a short visit to New York c'tly ;uu ! 
on my way home from the \Ve^i Indie-*, but It 
seen enough then to justify we in the e \pre-,*. 
any opinion, The breaking wt of tlir war d 
make me think that the time \v,r. peeuli.tttv lit fn 
inquiry as I wished to make, but if did fvpre-.rnl 
as an occasion on which a Inmk inij*hi l*e pnpti 
consequently consulted the twti |.:r^if pMvvn^ wtlt 
I was concerned. Messrs, Chapnutt & U.dl, lli< 
lishers, were one power, and I had n* dfii*n 
arranging my affairs with them, They *if*t'f rii in | 
the book on my terms, and bade IIM t?*d --peeil < 
journey, The other power was ilir I'M-.tnu-Jef ci 
and Mr. Rowland If ill, the Seeretarv >f the I Vj. 
I wanted leave of absenee fr the 111111-414! jier 
nine months, and fearing tliat I slundd l 1*1-1 
the ordinary process of a^kitiK the Seerriary. I 
direct to his lordship, ** h it ii the ptr.i l ill he? 
he asked* looking into my faei*. wliiilt was thett t 
a very robust man, 1 1 in lordship knew ittr t'tvil 
ice as well as any out* living *nwl li,ivr 

much of falseness and fraudulent ftrctr % ttr In* 
not have asked that question. I lultl 
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very well, hill that I wanted to write a book. "Had I 
any special ground to go upon in asking for such indul- 
gence? " 1 had, I said, done my duty well by the serv- 
iee. There was a good deal of demurring, but I got 
my leave for nine months,"- 'in<l T knew that I had 
earned it. Mr. Hill attached to the minute granting 
me the leave an intimation that it was to be considered 
as a (till equivalent for the special services rendered by 
me to the department, I declined, however, to accept 
the grace with such a stipulation, and it was withdraw!? 
by the directions of the Postmaster-General. 1 

I started f<>r the* States in August and returned in 
the following May. The war was raging during the 
time that I was there, and the country was full of 
soldiers. A part of the time I spent in Virginia, Ken 
tiu'kv, and Missouri, among the troops, along the Hue 
of attack. 1 visited all the States (excepting Cali- 
fornia) which had not then seceded, -failing to make 
my way into the seceding States unless I was prepared 
to visit them with an amount of discomfort I did not 
chuo.se to c'tidwv. I worked very hard at the task I 
had aNM^wtl to iuy%ell\ and did, I think, see much of 
the manner^ and institution* of the people. Nothing 
Mruck me jittifv than their persistence in the ordinary 
pursuit*, of life in spite of the war which was around 
them. NYithrr industry nor amusement seemed to meet 
with any elteeL Schools, hospitals, and institutes were 

! t hiring ihr |rfiml i f my service in the Post Office I 
did vnv itiiuii --jit'cial \vi*rk for which I never asked any 
rmtttt strut it *i s and m-vri* wdvrtl any, though payments 
for j*$nvi;il MTvii't"* \\-rr vmmtwn in the* department at that 
tiw*\ Bitt if llirt'r w*i--* to lr a t(tirstion of Hitch remunera- 
tion, I did not rh-r that my wurk should be valued at 
the price put It ty Air. I till, 
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by no means neglected heeaM' new raiment 
daily required. The truth, I take^it, i* that wr 
us, soon adapt ourselves to the cirnnnstam-cs 
us. Though three parts of Lcnitf*^ \\eiv s fl 
should no doubt expect to have my dinnnr M-rvn 
if I lived in the quarter which was fivr from fin 
The book 1 wrote was very much lMin;-r than 
the West Indies, but was alt writlm ahmi.-.t ' 
a note. It contained much inlnrmatinn. an*), wit 
inaccuracies, was a true l>ook. Hut it was 11 
done. Jt is tedious and eonfusrd, and \vill h.< 
think, be of future value to tln^r xvh> vvt-.h l< 
themselves acquainted with th' I'nitnJ Siati".. 
published about the inichlle of the war. jtr. at t 
in which the hopes of those ubo Ittvnl ilir S+ut 
most buoyant, and the fears nf tit**sr whu situul 
North were the ,stn>ngi*^f. Btii it r*pr"'.M.-i! an 
confidence which never quavercul tit >i jtaH^ r 
line that the North woulti win, Ilif- a^*itaii 
based on the merits of tin* Xorthrrii fa-*r, 
superior strength of the* Nortlieni jart\, anil t 
viction that f f lu|(Lind wouhl nevrr rri'ti^ni^r fin* 
and that France would be gtiitlnl in Itrr |tti 
England. 1 was right in my jrt*nlir*-ir-, .iittl i 
think, on the grounds on wliirli eJiry wrrr inadi 
Southern cause was Inid, The Smitb li,il pruv**' 
quarrel because its political stiprcit;i-cv W.IH tltn 
the election of Mr, Lincoln fn ilir Prr^hlri}*^ 
to figlit as a little man against A Mj 111411, and 
gallantly. That gallantry,- ami a frrliiii* law 
misconception as to Aiuertcuti *1iara'trr lit 
Southemcw arc bellrr geittlntint N 

brethren, did create ; luit ! 

that the country was tm jut u INH tal into t 
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n by a spirit of romance, and I was warranted in 
belief. There was a' moment in which the Northern 

> was in danger, and the danger lay certainly in 
prospect of British interference. Messrs. Slidell 
Mason, two men insignificant in themselves, 
been sent to Europe by the Southern party, and 
managed to get on board the British mail steamer 
d " The Trent,", at the Havannah. A most undue 
irtance was attached to this mission by Mr. Lin- 
s government, and efforts were made to stop them, 
srtain Commodore Wilkes, doing duty as policeman 
he seas, did stop the " Trent," and took the men 

They were carried, one to Boston and one to 
r York, and were incarcerated, amidst the triumph 
ie nation. Commodore Wilkes, who had done noth- 
in which a brave man could take glory, 'was made a 

> and received a prize sword. England of course 
aiided her passengers back, and the States for a 
ie refused to surrender them. But Mr. Seward was 
hat time the Secretary of State, and Mr. Seward, 
i many political faults, was a wise man. I was at 
shington at the time, and it was known there that 

contest among the leading Northerners was very 
rp on the matter. Mr. Sumner and Mr. Seward 
e, tinder Mr. Lincoln, the two chiefs of the party. 
^as understood that Mr. Sumner was opposed to the 
iition of the men, and Mr. Seward in favour of it. 

Seward's counsels at last prevailed with the Presi- 
t, and England's declaration of war was prevented, 
ined with Mr. Seward on the day of the decision, 
sting Mr. Sumner at his house, and was told as I 
, the dining-room what the decision had been. Dur- 

the afternoon I and others had received intimation 
augh the embassy that we might probably have to 
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leave Washington at an hour's notice. This. I 
was the severest danger that tin* Northern 
encountered during the war. 

But my book, though it was right in its vii 
this subject,- -and wrong in none other as fit 
know, was not a good book. I can recommend 
to read it now in order that he may he either insi 
or amused, -as I can do that on tin* West Inch 
served its purpose at the time, ami was well re-eci 
the public and by the critics. 

Before starting to America I haI completed 
Farm, a novel which appeared in shilling muni 
after the manner in which I'ickwn'tt* A* iV/i */<!.* ,Vt< 
and many others had been published, Must til 
among my friends who talk to me now attout my ? 
and are competent to form an opinion on tin* s< 
say that this is the best I have written, In this <\ 
I do not coincide, 1 think that the highest merit 
a novel can have consists tit perfect tlrltneati 
character, rather than in plot* or humour, or j 
and I shall before long mention a Hifhsr*|ur*nt w 
which I think the main character tf tho story N M 
developed as to justify me in asserting IN claim 
the others. The plot of (>r/cy / ; <trw IN prthnh 
best I have ever made; but it has the fault nf citr 
itself, and thus coming to an cm! too early in lltr 
When Lady Mason tells her ancient lover that H! 
forge the will, the plot of Orlry / ; irw UIH mir:i 
itself; and thin she does in the iiiiiltllr nf ttti 
Independently, however, of ilm the* nnvrl is 
Peregrine Ormc, his graiuhnn, Matlrlinc* Stitvrt) 
Furnival, Mr. ChafTaniirasH, and ilir cttmnirrcial 
tlcmcn, are all good. The hunting in Tin 

yer's talk is good. Mr, Iiti t 
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ably, and Mr. Kant wise sells his tables and chairs 
spirit, 1 do not know that there is a dull page in 
;>ok. I am fond of Orley /Vj;i; and am espe- 
fcmd of its illustrations by Millais, which are the 
have .seen in any novel in any language. 
ow felt that I had gained my object. In 1862 I 
.ehieveel that which I contemplated when I went 
mlon in 1834, and towards which I made my first 
pt when 1 began the Macdermots in 1843. * had 
*<l for my.self a {josititm among literary men, and 
mired to myself an income on which I might live 
se and comfort .--which ease and comfort have 
made to include many luxuries. From this time 
period of twelve years my income averaged 4500 
r. Of thin I spent about two-thirds, and put by 
f ought perhaps to have done better, to have 
one -third, awl put by two; but 1 have ever been 
ell inclined lo .spewl freely that which has come 

s, however, has been so exactly the life which 
mights and aspirations had marked out, thoughts 
spirations which used to cause me to blush with 
* because I was so slow in forcing myself to the 

which they demanded, that I have felt some 
in having attained it, T have before said how 
ly I fail to reach the altitude of those who think 
i man devoted to letters should be indifferent to 
*cuniary results fur which work is generally done, 
tsy im:tmc has always been regarded by me as a 
Messing. N'ot to have to think of sixpences, or 
iwieh tif shillings: not to be unhappy because the 
have liemt bnrnetl trwi quickly, and the house linen 

renewing; not to be debarred by the rigour of 
illy from opening one's bands, perhaps foolishly, 
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to one's friends ; all this to mo has been essential to 
the comfort of life. I have enjoyed the comfort for I 
may almost 3 say the last twenty years, though no man 
in his youth had less prospect cif doin^ so, or would 
have been less likely at twenty- live to have had such 
luxuries foretold to him by his friewk 

But though the money lias been swee-t. flu* respect, 
the friendships, and the moth' of lift' which has heeu 
achieved* have heen mneh sweeter. hi my boyhood, 
when I would he crawling up * c *'hol ^ith dirty luwts 
and trousers through the muddy lanes I \va-. always 
telling myself that the misery of the hour vva*. not the 
worst of it, but that the iwl ami snlituilr attd {tovcrty 
of the time would instirt* mr nul and MhintU* and 
poverty through my life. Thosr ttil-* altit inr would 
go into Parliament, or IKVMIK* iv'iMi.s and <lc*un\ or 
squires of parishes, or advocates thttndrtin^ at ilir Har. 
They would not live with tw* MOW, Inn neither should 
I be able to live with them in after years. Neverthe- 
less I have lived with them, When, at the age in which 
others go to the universities I !vane a drrk in the 
Post Office, I felt that my old visions weie tteiu^ rea!^ 
ised, I did not think it a lisgli e.tUin^. I did nut know 
then how very much good work tn.iv l*e dne Ity a 
member of the Civil Service wh will "4itiw hitnsd{ 
capable of doinjf if* The !*st * Hhce at last grew 
upon me and forced itself int* my att'e-t-tions. I 
became intensely anxious that jieujtlr should have 
their letters delivered to them |out<'^ta!lv Itnt nu 
to rise had alwayt been lault i*n ih<* \%iiii>t nl taoirl^ 
and at last by the writing of no\el I had n ui 

I do not think that I e*ei t*M<hd .tn+ *n\ *T lluit f 
have acquired the char.u in *l 4 l?ii! LHHI^I Hut here 
1 do not jerujle lu s^ ih.i? I \<i>in lit*- .-ujjj pg 
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i:uingirishe<l people, and that even the distinction 
of wealth confers many advantages. The best edu- 
cation is to be had at a price as well as the best 
broadcloth. The son of a peer is more likely to rub his 
shoulders ag'iinst well informed men than the son of a 
tradesman, The graces come easier to the wife of him 
who has had great grandfathers than they do to her 
whose husband has been less, nr more fortunate, as he 
may think it. 'Hie discerning man will recognise the 
in format ion and the graces when they are achieved 
without Mich assistance, and will honour the owners of 
them the more because of the difficulties they have, over- 
come; -but the fact remains that the society of the well- 
horn and of the wealthy will as a rule be worth seek- 
ing, I say this now, because* these are the rules by 
which I have lived, and these are the causes which have 
instigated me to work. 

1 have heard the question arguetl On what terms 
should a man of inferior rank live with those who are 
manifestly superior to him? If a marquis or an carl 
honour me, who have no rank, with his intimacy, am 1 
in my intercourse with him in remember our close 
acquaintance or hi* high rank? 1 have always said that 
where the clitlerenct* in |nMtion is quite marked, the 
overtures to intimacy should always conic* from the 
higher rank; but if the. intimacy be ever fixed, then that 
rank should he hrhl of no account. It seems to me that 
intimate* friendship admits tit no standing but. that of 
equality. I cannot he tin* Sovereign's friend, nor prob- 
ably the frirntl tif many very much beneath the Sov- 
ereign, heeattHc such equality in im|K>sstble. 

When 1 first came* to Walt ham Cross* in the winter 
of 1 859-1861*, 1 had almost matk up my mind that my 
hunting wa.** over. I could not then count upon an 
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income which would enable tw to i-arry on an amuse- 
ment which I should doubtless lint! mm-h wuv rxprn- 
sive in England than in Ireland. 1 lmw$iht with rue 
out of Ireland one mare, but shf was fn lipju f,, r uiv 
to ride in the hunting- field. A-s h.tw.-vrr, tin- nuwi-y 
came in, I very quickly MI bark int., mv -it! habits. 
First one horse was bought, thm .mMihn, and thru a 
third, till it became established ; a livd rttlr that I 
should not have less than four hnutrr. in th- >,iMi\ 
Sometimes when my lioys have U*rn ;i h-our I luvir 
had as many as six 1 , K**tx was thr -hn-i -.n-nr M{ my 
sport, and gradually I luraiw known th<-tr alunv.t m 
well as though I had Iwni an |-'.NM\ Mjinrr. to tin* 
manner born. Few have iitvrstigatril inm.- * l,i-.r!y than 
I have done the depth, and htvudth, .o?l at*.*i huldwg 
capacities of an Kssex tlitch, It \\ilt t tlunk, hr ,u-- 
corded to me hy KSM*X nu-ii grnrr,1!v that I have 
ridden hard* The CHUM* of wv ib-lir;bt i ilw ,unirr- 
mcnt I have never bcrn abb- t* ,tt!,,ilv-.r i. iv nwit 
satisfaction. In the first jiKur, rvni ut\\\ I kiw vrry 
little about hunting,- -though t kunv v*'i\ inn* h *i! iSir 
accessories of the field. 1 am too Mind t* *rr hutindn 
turning, and cannot thervforr iril wliriliri tlu- t*\ It.ri 
gone this way or that. Jwlw! .ill I!P <J j**iu-' ! take tf 
hounds is not to ride over thrift, Mv rw. ,uv -n t'ttti- 
stituted that I can never M*** tlic JMtnt- i a frt.H/r, I 
either follow sonw 0111% or tulr at si \^nb thr full 
conviction that I may he goittg mi** , hnt-a* jnn*l or tt 
gravel-pit. I have jtiiii|trI int l*tb *-*n ,111?! liir Mthrr, 
I am very heavy, aitfl have ti*vn' itdb-u <*\j*ru r iivc 
horses. I am also now* old ir -a** li %\J-., lnm* so 
stiff that 1 cannot gc*t *ti tti mv bur >r ^ub.M*** thr iitl 
of a block or a bank, Iliit I ri*!c -till ;in-f ill,- -..irur 
fashion, with a boy*s cucru)-, tirirrniiiiru ii r,-t .,b*-.ui 
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if it may possibly be done, hating the roads, despising 
young men who ride them, and with a feeling that life 
can not, with all her riches, have given me anything 
better than when I have gone through a long run to 
the finish, keeping a place, not of glory, but of credit, 
among my juniors. 
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**THE SMALL HOUSE AT At.MNtiTnV/' "r.\N" Vtiff I- 

HER?" "RACHEL RAY," ANI titt; *' i--nieiNi<;iu 
REVIEW " 

DURING the early months of iHfu Orley Fttrm w 
being brought out in numhers, ami at the saw 
Brown, Jones and Robinson was app.*;trinx in the* 

hill Magazine. In September, tMfy, the .Vwitill l/< 
Allington began its career in flu* s.uiu* prritulir^t 
work on North America had al*o rtin* out s 
In Aug'tist, 1863, the first wuut*r >f t 'tin I%m /' 
jF/rrf was pul)lished as a separate* MTi.il arttt wa 
tinued through 1864, In tHfij a short novel wa 
dticcd in the ordinary volume form, r.ilinl fu?rli f ' 
In addition to these I ptiblbltrtl f luring tlu* tiiti 
volumes of stories callct! The l\il^ f i */ *i// fftim/n 
the early spring of iHf>5 Miss ^/*iii'**n.'?V \V;H isv 
the same form as Rachel Ktty; anil in M,tv of the 
year T/ic 1 Helton Rslate was eotnntriu'ft! with flu 
mencement of the Fortnightly /iVrVa\ of which ji 
ical I will say u few Wfirtb in thin vhaptrr, 

I quite admit tliat I cniwiicij my warrn tin 
market too quiekly,lwc;uiM* the riMtliii^ worUI 
not want such a quantity of iti.iifrr ii'tnii tlir liai 
one author in so short a hpaer til timr, | h;ui rm 
quite so fertile an the ttnfortunau* ifriiiirnj,!!! wit 
gusted the pullislu*r in Piifrnnt-Hirr |<w. iti iltr 
of whose productivcnc* 1 luvc *ihvt)*:% 
150 
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art of story telling, had each of these teen the b 
labour of a couple of years. How short is the 
devoted to the manipulation of a plot can be h 
only to those who have written plays and nov 
I may say also, how very little time the brain h ;\ 
devote to such wearing work. There are usually 

hours of agonising doubt, almost of despair, so at 

it has been with me, or perhaps some dayx And 
with nothing settled in my brain as to the final de 
ment of events, with no capability of settling any 
but with a most distinct conception of some eha 
or characters, I have rushed at the work m a 
rushes at a fence which he does not see. Some 
I have encountered what, in hunting language* w 
a cropper. 1 had such a fall in two novels of mi 
which I have already spoken -7 Vi<* tlfrtrams and ( 
Richmond. I shall have to speak of other such Irti 
But these failures have not arisen from over-hi 
work. When my work Imn been <juteker done.j 
has sometimes been done very quickly--- the ra 
has been achieved by hot pressure, not in the er 
tion, but in the telling of the story. Instead of 
ing eight pages a day, I have written sixteen ; it 
of working five days a week, 1 have worked r v< 
have trebled my usual average* ant! have done 
circumstances which have enabled me to give up ; 
thoughts for the time to the liook I have bent wi 
This has generally been done at quiet sjiot n 

the mountains, when* there no ttftdti 

hunting, no whist, no ordinary dmir*. 

I am sure that the work to done hail in it th< 
truth and the highest spirit that 1 h;m a! 

produce. At swell time* I have to i 

myself thoroughly with the t'haratlcrji 1 have h 
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hand. I have wandered alone among the rocks and 
woods, crying at their grief, laughing at their absurdi- 
ties, and thoroughly enjoying their joy. I have been 
impregnated with my own creations till it has been my 
only excitement to sit with the pen in my hand, and 
drive my team he fore me at as quick a pace as I could 
make them travel. 

The critics will again say that all this may he very 
well as to the rough work of the author's own brain, 
but it will he very far from well in reference to the 
style in which that work has been given to the public. 
After all, the vehicle which a writer uses for conveying 
his thoughts to the public should not be less important 
to him than the thoughts themselves. An author can 
hardly hope to he jxijmlar unless he can use popular 
language. That is quite true; but then comes the 
question of achieving a j>opiilar- in other words, I may 
say, a good and lucid style. How may an author best 
acquire a mode of writing winch shall be agreeable and 
easily intelligible to the reader? lie must be correct, 
hccanse without correctness he can be neither agreeable 
nor intelligible. Readers will expect him to obey those 
rules which they, consciously or unconsciously, have 
hern taught to regard ax binding on language; and 
unless be docs obey them, he will disgust. Without 
much labour, no writer will achieve such a style. He 
has very much to learn; and, when he has learned that 
nmt'li, he has to acquire the habit of using what he has 
learned with ease. But all this must be learned and 
acquired,- not while lie is writing that which shall 
please, but long before. His language must come from 
hint as music comes from the rapid touch of the great 
performer** fingers; as words come from the mouth of 
the indignant orator ; as letters fly from the fingers of 
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the trained compositor; as the syllables tinkled out by 
little bells form themselves to the ear of the telegra- 
phist. A man who thinks much of his words as he 
writes them will generally leave behind him work that 
smells of oil I speak here, of course, of prose; for in 
. poetry we know what care is necessary, and we form 
our taste accordingly. 

Rapid writing will no doubt give rr.r to inaeeuracy, 
-chiefly because the ear, quick and true a% may ho its 
operation, will occasionally break down under procure, 
and, before a sentence be closed, will forget the nature 
of the composition with which it wa.s commenced, /\ 
singular nominative will be disgraced by a plural verb, 
because other pluralities have intervened am! have 
tempted the ear into plural lendowies. Tautologies 
will occur, because the car, in demanding fn^lt rni 
phasis, has forgotten that tbr deMivil f.uve lus f, rni 
already expressed. I need not multiply the*.e causes of 
error, which must have heen stmni!inx M-K% ituleecl 
when men wrote in the long sentenres of <;ihtntt, ff$f 
which Macaulay, with his nwltiplieiiy of thvision^ has 
done so much to enable n* to avoid. A rapid writer 
will hardly avoid these errors ahngriher, Speaking of 
myself, I am ready to declare that, \\ith iistti h train - 
ing, I have been unable to avoid tftrtti, Ilsit H ir wriirr 
for the press b rarely rrillrd t>|Miu ,i writer of 
books should never IK* offrd iijuin |. Srn4 | | tl , lll;si|li ._, 
script hot from his hand to the fififilrr. It han IHTII 
my practice to read every tliitig (uur tiitir at J r;r .| ., 
thrice in manuscript ami ciiirt* 111 ftritif, \'vry iiiiirlt uf 
my work I have read twice in jirint, ! %jiii."tii il liH 
I know that inaa-urarifs havr I-M-JII ihnm^h, iut 
single spies, but in haltalioiK I'mm this ! K ;itjVr tlui 
the supervision hus been Inmtiiwm, imi tlui ih 
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itself has been clone loo fast. I am quite sure that 
those passages which have been written with the 
greatest stress of labour, and consequently with the 
greatest haste, have been the most effective and by no 
means the most inaccurate. 

The Small House at Allington redeemed my reputa- 
tion with the spirited proprietor of the Cornhill, which 
must, I should think, have been damaged by Brown, 
Jones, and Robinson. In it appeared Lily Dale, one of 
the characters which readers of my novels have liked 
the best. In the love with which she has been greeted 
1 have hardly joined with much enthusiasm, feeling 
that she is somewhat of a French prig. She became 
first, engaged to a snob, who jilted her; and then, 
though in truth she loved another man who was hardly 
good enough, she could not extricate herself sufficiently 
from the collapse of her first great misfortune to be 
able to make up her mind to be the wife of one whom, 
though she loved him, she did not altogether reverence. 
Prig as she was, she made her way into the hearts of 
many readers, Ixrth young and old; so that, from that 
time to this, I have been continually honoured with 
letters, the purport of which has always been to beg 
me to marry Lily Dale to Johnny Kanies. Had I done so, 
however, Lily would never have so endeared herself 
to these people as to induce, them to write letters to the 
author concerning her fate. It was because she could 
not get over her troubles that they loved her. Outside 
Lily Dale ami the chief interest of the novel. The 
Small lltntA-t* til slUingttm is, I think, good. The DC 
Coitrry family are alive, as is also Sir Raffle ttuffle, 
who i* a hero nf the Civil Service, Sir Raffle was 
intended to represent a type, not a man; but the man 
for the picture was chosen, and 1 was often 



jcf) AN AtTOWn<;K\!'fiy 

assured that the portrait was very like. I have never 
seen the gentleman with whom I am supposed to have 
taken the liberty. There is also an old M|iiire down at 
Allington, whose life as a country gentleman with 
rather straitened means is, I think, wrll deserihed. 

Of Can yon Forgive Urrt I cannot speak with too 
great affection, though I do not know that of itself it 
did very much to increase my reputation. As regards 
the story, it was formed chiefly on that of the play 
which my friend Mr. Hartley had rejected lung MIUT, 
the circumstances of which the reader may perhaps 
remember. The play had heen called The A' <*/;/' Jilt; 
but I was afraid of the name for a novel, lest the critics 
might throw a doubt on the nobility, There wan more of 
tentative humility in that which I at last adopted. The 
character of the girl is carried through with consider- 
able strength, but is not attractive, The humorous 
characters, which are also taken from the play, a 
buxom widow who with her eyes open ehtni.scN the most 
scampish of two selfish Miilors U'eansr Iir \\ the bet- 
ter looking, are well done, Mr*, <*rwfitiw s between 
Captain Bellfkld and Mr, (lirr^riirrr, b very g*id 
funas far as the fun of novels is, Hut that \\htrh 
endears the book to me is the lir.st presentation which 
I made in it of l*Iantagcm*t PaUiser, wiili bin wife, 
Lady Glencora. 

By no amount of descriptioit or a^everation could 
1 succeed in making any reatler under. stand lunv much 
these characters with their l)clou|{i>t|;? liavr lircii to 
me in my latter life; or how frrt|tsrnlly 1 huvr ucd 
them for the cxpresslnti of my jKdttit'a! r wii\\ 
convictions. They have been im rntl fu isir 11% frci* 
trade was to Mr. Colnlcn, or the thimtniun i*f it parly 
to Mr, Disraeli; and is I not to 
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from the benches of the House of Commons, or to 
thunder from platforms, or to be efficacious as a 
lecturer, they have served me as safety-valves by which 
to deliver my soul. Mr. Pbmtagenet Palliser had 
appeared in The Small House at Allington, but his 
birth had not been accompanied by many hopes. In 
the last pages of that novel he is made to seek a 
remedy for a foolish false step in life by marrying 
the grand heiress of the day ; but the personage of 
the great heiress does not appear till she comes on 
the scene as a married woman in Can Yon Forgive 
II erf lie is the nephew and heir to a duke the 
Duke of Omnium- who was first introduced in Doctor 
Thome f and afterwards in Pramley Parsonage f and 
who is one of the belongings of whom I have spoken. 
In these personages and their friends, political and 
.social, I have endeavoured to depict the faults and 

frailties and vices, as also the virtues, the graces, 

and the strength of our highest classes; and if 1 have 
not nuule the strength and virtues predominant over 
the faults and vires, 1 have not painted the picture 
as 1 intended. Phmtagcnet Palliser I think to be a 
very noble gent!eman,-"-sueh a one as justifies to the 
nation the seeming anomaly of an hereditary peerage 
and of primogeniture* His wife is in all respects 
very inferior to him; but she, too, has, or has been 
intended to have, beneath the thin stratum of her 
follies a basis of good principle, which enabled her to 
live down the conviction of the original wrong which 
was done to her, and taught her to endeavour to do 
her duty in the position to which .she was called. 
She had received a great wrong, -having been made, 
when little* mort* than a child, to marry a man for 
whoni ahe cared nothing ; when, however, though 
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she' was little more than a child, her love had been 
given elsewhere. She had very heavy troubles, but 
they did not overcome her. 

As to the heaviest of these troubles, I will say 
a word in vindication of myself and of the* way I 
handled it in my work. In the pages of (*<i y t ni 
Forgive Hcrf the girl's first love is introdneed 
beautiful, well-born, and utterly worthless, To .save 
a girl from wasting herself, and an heiress from 
wasting 'her property on such a seamp, was eertainly 
the duty of the girl's friends. But il must ever be 
wrong to force a girl into a marriage with a man .she 
does not love, and certainly the more M when there 
is another whom she does love. In my endeavour 
to teach this lesson I subjected the yunng wife It* the 
terrible danger of overtures from the 111*111 to whom 
her heart had been given, 1 was walking no doubt 
on ticklish ground, leaving for a while a doubt on the 
question whether the lover might or might nut Miceeed. 
* Then there came to me a letter from a distinguished 
dignitary of our Church, a man whom all men 
honoured, treating me whit severity fur what 1 was 
doing. It had been one of tin* innneent juy* of his 
life, said the clergyman, to have my novel?* reatl to 
him by his (laughters. Hut now I wa* writing a !ik 
which caused him to bid them elme tl ! Musi I also 
turn away to vicious sensation suvh ^ thin? Ilitl I 
think that a wife contemplating adultery wan a I'haraeU'r 
fit for my pages? 1 askfil him in rriiini, 
from his pulpit, or at any rate friitii ii$% 
table, he did not denounce adultery fit In* aiidicnec; 
and if so, why should it not In* upen tn ttic t |ireaeh 
the same doctrine to mine. 1 known iitrtliiiig 

which the purest girl cuuld not but have Icunicd, and 
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ought not to have learned, elsewhere, and I certainly 
lent no attraction to the sin which I indicated. His 
rejoinder was full of grace, and enabled him to avoid 
the annoyance of argumentation without abandoning 
his cause, lie said that the subject was so much too 
long for letters; that he hoped I would go and stay 
a week with him in the country, so that we might 
have it out. That opportunity, however, has never 
yet arrived. 

Lady clleucora overcomes that trouble, and is 
brought, partly by her own sense of right and wrong, 
and partly by the genuine nobility of her husband's 
conduct, to attach herself to him after a certain fashion. 
The romance of her life is gone, but there remains 
a rich reality of which she is fully able to taste the 
flavour. She loves her rank and becomes ambitious, 
first of social, and then of political ascendancy. He is 
tlwroughly true to her, after his thorough nature, and 
she, after her less perfect nature, is imperfectly true 
to him* 

In conduct ing these characters from one story to 
another I realised the necessity, not only of consistency, 
which, had it hern maintained by a hard exactitude, 
would have been untrue to nature, but also of those 
changes which time always produces. There are, 
perhaps* but frw of us who. after the lapse of ten 
years, will IK* found to have changed our chief charac- 
teristics. Tin* selfish man will still be selfish, and the 
false man falst?. I Hit our manner of showing or of 
hiding thfM- fhunK'teriMies will be changed, as also 
our powvr tf adding to nr diminishing their intensity. 
it was my study that thrsr propli', as they grew in 
years, should citi'mittlcr tlir changes which come upon 
U* all; untl I think that I have hUcemlcU. The 
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Duchess of Omnium, when .she Is playing the part of 
Prime Minister's wife, is the same woman as that 
Lady Glcncora who almost long* to o off with Burgo 
Fitzgerald, hut yet knows that she will never do so; 
and the Prime Minister Duke, with his wounded pride 
and sore spirit, is he who, for his wife's sake, left 
power and place when they were first offered to him; 
but they have undergone the chanK* 1 * which a life 
so stirring 1 as theirs would naturally produce. To do 
all this thoroughly was in my heart from tir.st to last; 
but I do not know that the game lias been worth the 
candle. 

To earry out my scheme 1 I have had to spread 
my picture over so wide a canvas that I cannot expect 
that any lover of such art should trouble himself to 
look at it as a whole. Who will read C \tn >%* / ; t*r/;/'v 
Her? P hiu cas Finn, /Vj/muv A'*'*/*'*'. and f/i** IViwi? 
Minister consecutively! in order that they may under- 
stand the characters of the I hike tf Omnium, of 
Plantagenet PallistT, and of Lady Cilrttcrua? Wlin will 
ever know that they should he M rt-atl? Hut in the 
performance of the work I had much gratification, and 
was enabled from time to time to have m this way that 
fling at the political doings of I lit* day which rvery 
man likes to take, if not in one fashion fbrn in another. 
1 look ujK)n this Hiring of characters- --carried ?*omc 
times into other novels than fttwr just named, as the 
best work of my lift 1 , Taking Iiim ^Uo^rther, I think 
that Plantagcnct Palliscr suinds morr fsriiily im the 
ground than any other personage- t have crrairtl 

On ChriKtman day, iHfjj, we \vm* niiirtlrfl ly tin* ni'WS 
of Thackeray's death, lit* had then for 
given up the editorship of itti* 
a position for which he was hardly by Mi 



habits or temperament, but was still employed in 
writing for its pages. I had known him only for 
four years, but had grown into much intimacy with 
him and his family. I regard him as one of the most 
tender-hearted human beings I ever knew, who, with 
an exaggerated contempt for the foibles of the world at 
large, would entertain an almost equally exaggerated 
sympathy with the. joys and troubles of individuals 
around him. lie had been unfortunate in early life 
unfortunate in regard to money "unfortunate with 
an afflicted wife- unfortunate in having his home 
broken up before his children were fit to be his com- 
panions. This threw him too much upon clubs, and 
taught him to dislike general society. But it never 
affected bin heart, or clouded his imagination. He 
could still revel in the pangs and joys of fictitious life, 
and could still feel as he did to the very last the 
duty of showing to his readers the evil consequences 
of evil conduct. It was perhaps his chief fault as a 
writer that he could never abstain from that dash of 
satire which he felt to be demanded by the weaknesses 
which he saw around him. The satirist who writes 
nothing but .satire should write but little*- or it will 
seem that his satire springs rather from his own 
caustic nature than from the sins of the world in 
which he lives, I myself regard li&nwtid as the 
greatest novel in the Kuglish language, basing that 
judgment upon the excellence of its language, on the 
clear individuality of the characters, on the truth of 
its delineations in regard to the time selected, and on 
its great pathos, There arc also in it a few scenes 
HO told that even Scott lias never equalled the telling. 
Let any one who dontits t!u* read the passage in which 
JUudy t'astlc\vood induces flu* Dttl;e of Hamilton to 



l62 AN AUTOWOtiUAI'IJV 

think that his nuptials with Beatrice will he honoured 
if Colonel Esmond will ffive away tin* bride, \V\m\ 
he went from us he left behind living novelists with 
great names; hut I think that they who host understood 
the matter felt that the greaicM maMer of -fiction o 
this age had gone. 

Rachel Ray underwent; a fate which no other novel 
of mine has encountered, Sime years lei'u f c this a 
periodical called Good ITords had been established 
under the editorship of my friend I >r. Norman Maelcod, 
a well-known Presbyterian pastor in <ila^<t\v. la iSf^ 
he askecl me to write a novel for hi * na#a/im\ explain- 
ing to me that his principles did tuit teach him to 
confine his matter to religious stibjtvt-s, and paying 
me the compliment of saying that he \ynll i'erl himself 
quite safe in my hands, In reply I told hint I thought 
he was wrong* in his choice; thai though he utijjhi wish 
to give & novel to the readers of (Ytfitl ll't*t : tl,\" t i novel 
from me would hardly he what he wanted, and that 
I coulcl not undertake to write either with any specially 
religious tendency, or in any i'a^-hitin dtttt'ivtit from 
that which was usual to me. AN \\**rfttiy ant! if any 
one thought me wicked an wicKed i-> I had heretofore 
been, I must still he, should 1 wiite iuf (/MH</ ITiini^ 
He persisted in his mutest, and I eame tn terms as to 
a story for the periodical. I wrutr n aip! .^I'lii It to 
him, and shortly aflmvartK rtveived it hack a cottsid- 
erable portion having 1 lmi printnl -with an intimation 
that it would not do. A U*m*r utorr full til wasting 
and repentance no man ever wruir. It wan, Ju '.aid, 
all his own fault. He shuuld hav^ fakm my iiilvict*. 
lie should have known ttriirr, Itiif. iljr Mory, .^tich as 
It was, lie could not give In his iva!**t"i in lite |*aje?i 
o Good Words, \\'tmlt| t ij'gnt him? Any 
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pecuniary loss to which his decision might subject me 
the owner of the publication would willingly make 
good. There was sonic loss or rather would have 
been and that money I exacted, feeling that the fault 
had in truth been with the editor. There is the tale 
now to speak for itself. It is not brilliant nor in 
any way very excellent ; but it certainly is not very 
wicked. There is some dancing- in one of the early 
chapters, described, no doubt, with that approval of 
the amusement which I have always entertained; 
and it was this to which my friend demurred. It is 
more true of novels than perhaps of anything else, 
that one man's food is another man's poison. 

Miss Mdckrnzic was written with a desire to prove 
that a novel may be produced without any love; but 
even in this attempt it breaks down before the 
conclusion. In order that 1 might, be strong in my 
purpose, I took for my heroine a very unattractive old 
maid, who was overwhelmed with money troubles; but 
even she was in love before the end of the took, and 
made u romantic marriage with an old man. There is 
in this story an attack upon charitable bazaars, made 
with a violence which will, 1 think, convince any reader 
that such attempts at raising money were, at the time 
very odious to inc. I beg to say that since that 1 have 
had no occasion to alter my opinion. Miss Mackenzie 
wan published in the early spring of 1865, 

At the same iim I was engaged with others In 
establishing a periodical Review, in which some of 
us trusted much, awl from which we expected great 
thing*. There was, however, in truth KO little combina- 
tion of idea among us, that we were not justified 
in our trust or in our expectations. And yet we were 
in our purpose, ant! have, I think, dyne some 
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good by our honesty. The matter on which we 
all agreed was freedom of speech, combined will 
sonal responsibility. We would lie neither run 
tive nor liberal, neither religion* nor free thii 
neither popular nor exclusive; but \\e wnuitl It 
man who had a thing to say, and knew hrnv to i 
speak freely. But he should always .speak wit 
responsibility of his name attached. In the 
beginning I militated against this impossible urj 
of principles,- and did so most irrationally, seein. 
I had agreed to the negation of principle v -by ^ 
ing that nothing should appear denying or quest i 
the divinity of Christ, It wan a most prcpos 
claim to make for such a publication as we pro 
and it at once drove from us am* or two wh> 
proposed to join us. Hut we went on, and our eoi 
-limited -was formed. We subscribed, I think, 
each. I at least subscribed that amount, and -I: 
agreed to bring out our publication every fort 
after the manner of the well-known French publit 
-we called it The Fortnightly. We m'ttrn 
services of G. 1L Lewes as our editor. We n 
to manage our finances by a Hoard, which was tt 1 
once a fortnight, and of which ! was the I "hat 
And we determined that the payments fur our lite. 
should be made cm a liberal and strictly ready -t 
system. We carried out our principle* till our i 
was all gone, and then we tld the* eopyrif{hi to M 
Chapman & Hall for a trille, Hut before we | 
with our property we found that at fortnightly 
was not popular with the trade through whose 
the work must reach the public; and, a** our peri 
had not become sufficiently popular itsHf li bear 
such opposition, we ^uccundwd, ami it i>u ! 
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a month. Still it was The Fortnightly, and still it is 
The Fortnightly. Of all the serial publications of the 
day, it probably is the most serious, the most earnest, 
the least devoted to amusement, the least flippant, the 
least jocose, and yet it has the face to show itself 
month after month to the world, with so absurd a 
misnomer I It is, as all who know the laws of modern 
literature are aware, a very serious thing to change 
the name of a periodical. Hy doing so you begin an 
altogether new enterprise. Therefore should the name 
be well chosen ; wliereas this was very ill chosen, a 
fault for which I alone was responsible. 

That theory of eclecticism was altogether impracti- 
cable. It was as though a gentleman should go into 
the House of Commons determined to support no party, 
but to serve his country by individual utterances. Such 
gentlemen have gone into the House of Commons, 
but they have not served their country much. Of 
course the project broke down. Liberalism, free- 
thinking, and open inquiry will never object to appear 
in company with their oppositos, because they have 
the conceit to think that they can quell those opposites; 
but the opposites will not appear in conjunction with 
liberalism, free-thinking, and open inquiry. As a 
natural consequence, our new publication became an 
organ of liberalism, free- thinking 1 , and open inquiry. 
The result has heen good ; and though there is much 
"in the now established principles (if The Fortnightly 
with which I <io not myself agree, 1 may safely say 
that the publication has assured an Individuality, and 
asserted fur itself a position in our periodical literature, 
which I** well tw*lerMiMtl and highly respected. 

As to myself .us*! uiy mvn hopes in the matter,- 
I was craving after M*we iu'reu*c in literary honesty, 
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which I think is still desirable, hut which is hardly 
to be attained by the means which then recommended 
themselves to me. In one of the early numbers I 
wrote a paper advocating the signature of the authors 
to periodical writing, admitting that the system should 
not be extended to journalistic articles on political 
subjects. I think that I made the best of my case ; but 
further consideration has caused me to doubt whether 
the reasons which induced me to make an exception 
in favour of political writing do not extend themselves 
also to writing on other subjects. Much of the literary 
criticism which we now have is very bad indeed; 
so bad as to be open to the charge both of dishonesty 
and incapacity. Books are criticised wit hunt being 

read,- are criticised by favour,- am! arc trusted by 

editors to the criticism of the incompetent. If the 
names of the critics were demanded, editors would be 
more careful But 1 fear the rflVct \vwtld IK* that 
we should get but. little criticism,, am! that tlu* public 
would put but little trust in that little. An ordinary 
reader would not care to have his hooks rccimmu*mU*(l 
to him by Jones; but the reewmucmlutitw of the great 
unknown comes to him with all the weight of the 
Titties, the Spectator, or the Xttturthty. 

Though I admit so much, I am not a rtvreunt from 
the doctrine I then preached. I think that tlu* Maine of 
the author does tend to honesty, ami that tlu* knowledge 
that it will be inserted adds much to thr author's 
industry and care, It debars him also from iHi'gitiinaie 
license and dishonest assertions, A man should never 
be ashamed to acknowledge that wtiidt lir JH iuit 
ashamed to publish. In 77n* fVirliii^lilly everything has 
been signed, and in thin way gnoil has, I think, bmi 
done, Signatures to articles in other )>cruHticals have 
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become much more common since The Fortnightly was 
commenced. 

After a, time "Mr. Lewes retired from the editorship, 
feeling 1 that the work pressed too severely on his 
moderate strength. ( )ur loss in him was very great, 
and there was considerable difficulty in finding a suc- 
cessor. 1 must say that the present proprietor has 
been fortunate in the choice lie did make, Mr. John 
Morley has done the work with admirable patience, 
zeal, and capacity. Of course he has got around him 
a set of contributors whose modes of thought are what 
we may call much advanced; he being "much 
advanced " himself, would not work with other aids. 
The periodical has a peculiar tone of its own; but it 
holds its own with ability, awl though there arc many 
who perhaps hate it, there are none who despise it. 
When the company M>hl it, having spent about 9000 
on it, it was worth little or nothing. Now i believe It 
to be a good property, 

.My mvn last persnnal concern with it was on a 
matter of fox hunt tug, 1 Tlu-re came out in it an. 
article from the pen of Mr. I'Yeeman the historian, 
condemning the amusement, which I love, on the 
grounds of crurlty and general brutality. Was it 
possible, a'4*'d Mr. Kreeman, quoting from Cicero, that 
any educated man should find delight in so coarse 
a pursuit? Aiwa}?* braring in mind my own connection 
with The I'tirtniyjttlyt I regarded this almost as a rising 
of a child against ihr father. I felt lit any rate bound 
to answer Mr. Prrnitati in the same columns, and 1 
obtained Mr. Mot'Icy's jKTwi'.sinn to do so. 1 wrote 
my defence ti ftt\ huntinj*. and there it is. In regard 



M lu\' vuiifi'ii \,iiitaH .tttirlf* i*'i' si since*, 
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to the charge of cruelty, Mr. Freeman seems to 
assert that nothing unpleasant should be done to any 
of God's creatures except for a useful purpose. The 
protection of a lady's shoulders from the cold is a 
useful purpose; and therefore a do/en fur-hearing 
animals may be snared in the snow and left to starve 
to death in the wires, in order that the lady may have 
the tippet, though a tippet of wool would .serve the 
purpose as well as a tippet of fur. But the congre- 
gation and healthful amusement of one or two hundred 
persons, on whose behalf a single fox may or may 
not be killed, is not a useful purpose. 1 think that Mr. 
Freeman has failed to perceive that, amusement is 
as needful and almost as necessary as food and raiment. 
The absurdity of the further charge AH to the general 
brutality of the pursuit, and its consequent unfitness 
for an educated man, is to he attributed to Mr. Free- 
man's ignorance of what is really done and said in the 
hunting-field, perhaps to his misunderstanding of 
Cicero's words. There was a rejoinder to my answer, 
and I asked for space for further remarks, I could 
have it, the editor said, if I much wished Jt; but he 
preferred that the subject should be closod, Of course 
I was silent. His sympathies were all witli Mr. Free- 
man, and against the foxes, who, but for fox-hunting, 
would cease to exist in England. And I frit that The 
Fortnightly was hardly the place for the defence of 
the sport Afterwards Mr. Freeman kindly suggested 
to' me that he would IK* glad to publish tny article in 
a little book to be put out by him condemnatory of fox- 
hunting generally* He was to have* tin* hint weird and 
the first word, and that power of picking tci pieces 
which he is known to UHC in so masterly a manner, 
without any reply from nur! This I waa obliged to 
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decline. If he would give me the last word, as he 
would have the first, then, i told him, I should be 
proud to join him in the book. This offer did not 
however meet his views. 

It had been decided by the Board of Management, 
somewhat in opposition to my own ideas on the subject, 
that the l*\>rtnightly Review should always contain a 
novel. It was of course natural that I should write the 
first novel, and 1 wrote The Helton listatc. It is similar 
in its attributes to Rachel Ray and to Miss Mackenzie. 
It is readable, and contains scenes which are true to 
life; but it has no peculiar merits, and will add nothing 
to my reputation as a novelist. I have not looked at 
it since it was published; and now turning back to it 
in my memory, I .seem to remember almost less of it 
than of any book that 1 have written. 



CHAPTER XI 

"THE CLAVERINCS," THE " 1'AM. MAM. 

"NINA BALATKA," AND "UNDA TNKSSKL" 

The Clavcrings, which came out in 1806 and 18(17, was 
the last novel which I wrote for tin* (Vrii/ii//; and it 
was for this that I received the highest rate of pay 
that was ever accorded to me. It was the saute length 
as Framlcy rarsonti^e, and the price was ,Kuo. 
Whether much or little, it was offered by the proprietor 
of the magazine, and was paid in a single eheqtte, 

In The Chwcringj; I did not follow thr habit which 
had now become very common to me, of* introducing' 
personages whose names are already kiitnvn tt the 
readers of novels, and whose r|j;trartrfH uwr familiar 
to myself. If I remember rightly* no *ite appistrs iiere 
who had appeared before or \vhn ha.s let*n allowed to 
appear since. 1 consider the story a--* a vvhuh* It* be 
good, though 1 am not aware that the jniblti* lias rver 
corroborated that verdict. The chief i-haractiT is thai 
of a young woman who bun married ntattiffstly for 
money and rank, so manifestly that sho <lu*s not 
herself pretend, even wliile stu* is making Ibr ntarriago, 
that she has any other reason. The matt is old, tfis* 
reputable, an<I a wrncmt dc'tiatirhrt*. llirii roitirs 
the punishment natural to tlu* ollViirt*, Wlirii N!H* is 
free, the man whom slu* bad Itived, mid who Ii;iI luvrd 
her, is engaged to another woman. Hi* vacillates and 
is weak, in which weakness i$ the fault uf the 
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as lie plays the part of hero. But she is strong 
strong in her purpose, strong in her desires, and strong 
in her consciousness that the punishment which comes 
upon her has been deserved. 

But the chief merit of The CUwcrings is in the 
genuine fun of some of the scenes. Humour has not 
been my forte, hut I am inclined to think that the 
characters of Captain Boodle, Archie Clavering, and 
Sophie (iordeloup are humorous. Count Pateroff, the 
brother of Sophie, is also good, and disposes of the 
young hero's interference in a somewhat masterly 
manner, in The Chirfringjf, too, there is a wife whose 
husband is a brute to her, who loses an only child 
his heir and who is rebuked by her lord because the 
boy dies. Her sorrow is. I think, pathetic. From 
beginning to end the story is well told. But I doubt 
now whether any one reacts The Clavmngs. When I 
remember how many novels I have written, I have 
no right to expect that, above a few of them shall 
endure even to the second year beyond publication. 
This story dosed my connection with the Comhill 
Altttfiicine; --1ml not with its owner, Mr. George Smith, 
who subsequently brought out a further novel of mine 
in a separate form, and who about this time established 
the /*// At till (fdetli\ to which paper I was for some 
years a contributor. 

It was in 1865 that the l\ill Mall Gazette was com- 
menced, the name having been taken from a fictitious 
jH'riodicttl, which was tin* offspring of Thackeray's 
hraiii. It wan set on foot by the unassisted energy and 
resources of George Smith, who had .succeeded by 
means of his maga/ine and his publishing connection 
in getting around him a society of literary men who 
gufiiccd, a far us literary ability went, to flout the 
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at once under favourable auspice's. Hi-* Urn Nln 
staffs probably were "Jacob Omnium." whusn 1 i 
as the most forcible newspaper writer of my day 
Fitz-James Stephen, the most conscientious ar 
dustrious. To them the Pull Malt </ii'//<' owcc 
much of its early success, and to the untiring c 
and general ability of its, proprietor* Among its 
contributors were (Jeorge Lewes, Hannay, -\v 
think, came up from Edinburgh for entjdoyme 
its columns, Lord Honghtnn, Lord Stran 
Charles Mcrivale, Clreenvvootl tin* present \ 
GregV myself, and very many others;- -so many i 
that I have met at a Pull Mall dinner a crowd of ] 
who would have filled the House of Commons 
respectably than I have seen il filled even on imp 
occasions. There are many who now remember 
no doubt when this is published there wilt be left 
to remember the great stroke of business whiel 
done by the revelations of a visitor In one t; 
casual wards in London. A per MM h;tt! to be se 
who would undergo the misery of ;& itigltl awoti 
usual occupants of a casual ward in n London 
house, and who should at the same time he a I 
record what ht % felt and saw, The choice fell 
Mr. Greenwood's brother, who certainly posses**. 
courage and the powers of endurance. The ilr 
tion, which was very well given, WUH, 1 think, t 
written by the brother of ihi* Casual imn*t*!f, 1 
a great effect, which wan tnm*a*e<l by secrecy 
the person who encountered all the horror* <i 
night I was more than tutct? ns^tirrd that 
Houghton was the man, I heard it UMM*rtinI ;ibt 
I myself had been the hero. At tat the link 
one o>uld no longer endure iliat lib i 
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lie hidden, atul revealed the truth,- --in opposition, I 
fear, to promises to the contrary, and instigated by 
a conviction that if known he could turn his honours 
to account. In the meantime, however, that record 
of a night passed in a workhouse had done more to 
establish the sale of the journal than all the legal lore 
of Stephen, or the* polemical power of Iliggins, or the 
critical acumen of Lewes. 

My work was various. 1 wrote much on the subject 
of the American War, on which my feelings were at 
the time very keen, subscribing, if 1 remember right, 
my name to all that I wrote. 1 contributed also some 
sets of .sketches, of which those concerning hunting 
found favour with the public. They were republished 
afterwards, and had a considerable sale, and may, 1 
think,, still be recommended to those who are fond 
of hunting, as bring accurate in their description of 
the different classes of people who are to be met in 
the hunting Ik-Id. There was also a set of clerical 
sketches* which was considered to he of sufficient 
importance to bring 1 down upon my head the critical 
wrath of a great dealt of that period. The most ill- 
natured review that was ever written upon any work 
of mine appeared in the i'tnitt')nf*ttniry Kwicw with 
reference to these Clerical Sketches. The critic told 
me that 1 did not understand (Ireek. That charge 
has been made not unfretjuently by those who have 
felt themselves strung in that pride-producing language, 
It is much ft* read lireck with case, hut it is not dis- 
gntecful to br tmahle to do so. To pretend to read 
It without heiug able, ---that in disgraceful. The critic, 
however, had been driven to wrath by my saying that 
Deans of the t'hurch of Knglaud loved to revisit the 
of the mcirupulitau uiuoiu 
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T also did sonic critical work for the /*?// 
as I did also for The /'Vr///i//y, I* was not to my taste, 
but was done in conformity with strict conscientious 
scruples. I read what 1 took in hand* and .said what 
I believed to be true, always giving to the matter 
time altogether incommensurate* with the* pecuniary 
result to myself. In doing this fur flu* /Wl Malt, I 
fell into great sorrow, A gentleman, whose wife was 
dear to me as if she were my own MMer was in Koine 
trouble as to his conduct in the puhtie M'rviee. lie 
had been blamed, as he thought unjustly, and vindicated 
himself in a pamphlet. This he handed to me one day, 
asking me to read it, and expre*** my opinion alnwt 
it if I found that 1 had an opinion, I thought the 
request injudicious, and I did not read the pamphlet, 
He met me again, and, handing in** a Mv*nd pamphlet, 
pressed me very hard. I pmmised hint that I would 
read it, and thai if I found myself ahle I wwthl exprws 
myself; but that 1 must my not what I wished to 
think, but what I did think, To this of rutiwr h 
assented, 1 then went very niiirli nut nf my way to 
study the subject,-- which wan one rrt|tiiriii|f tw!y. 
I found* or thought that I fouml, tlut lift* eondtief of 
the gentleman in his alike had twit iuditerwt j but 
that charges made aj^iinnt himself affecting Iti^ boimur 
were baseless. This 1 Mtid, eiiiplui^i^iiiK much mitre 
strongly than wn necrHwry tlw t*pitiiiii which t had 
formed of his ittdiKcrctiun^ > JIN will M wflnt |H the 
case when a man lim a pen in his fattid, It in like* a 
club or sledgehan!itier r "in i^Iiin whU-lt. dther for 
defence or attack* a nmn fan hardly itiiMMr the 
strength of the Wawu he fflwfi, Of etntrsr lli*rr wan 
offencc,-Hind a fireakitiK ctf of iiitrrrt'iitrs 
loving friends, -and a of 
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must n\vn, too, of wrong done. It certainly was not 
open to nu* tt> whitewash with honesty him whom I 
did not find to he white; but there was no duty incum- 
bent on me to declare what was his colour in my 
eyes, no duty even to ascertain. But I had been 
milled by tin* persistency of the gentleman's request, 
- -which shotild not have been made,~~and I punished 
him for his wrong doing by doing a wrong myself, 
f must add, that be fun* be died his wife succeeded 
in bringing us together. 

In the early days of the paper, the proprietor, who 
at that tune acted also as chief editor, asked me to 
undertake a duty, of which the agony would indeed 
at no one moment have been so sharp as that endured 
in lite casual ward, but might have been prolonged 
until human nature -.sank under It. He suggested to 
me that i should during an entire season attend the 
"May meetings In FKI-UT Hall, and give a graphic and, 
if possible, amusing description of the proceedings. 
1 did attend one. winch lasted three hours,- and wrote 
a paper which 1 think was called A Zulu in Search of 
a AV%'fV;f, Hut what the meeting was over 1 went 
to that spirited proprietor, am! begged him to impose 
upon me some task more equal to my strength. Not 
even on behalf of thr At// .Ui// tiiisi'ttc, which was 
very dear to me. could I go through a second May 
meeting, much less endure a season of such mar- 
tyrdom, 

I have It* ;ii-kno\\lcdj*c that I found myself unfit for 
work on a urw-jujHT. I had not. taken to it early 
enough in life f learn its ways and hear its trammels. 
I was fiili*iy when any work wan altered in accordance 
with llti* jiidj'mrttt ill" tin" editor, who, of course, was 
re.siuwsiMi' fur what ajijicarvd. I wanted to select my 
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own subjects, -nnl to haw lh-m -ilnti-d f, 
to write when I pleased, aw! imt x\h*-n if Mtitrd 
As a permanent member of the Mali I \\as uf 
and after two or three years I dropped wt ( tin 
From the commencement of iisy suevr^-. a- a 
which I date fnnu the heginnimj **i" flic { 
Magazine, I had always fell an injtrtUT in ; 
affairs which had never afmVted nn- <r mat s. 
itself to me while I was ttstMUvr^tnl II M*e 
me that a name. nnce eamcd t%iriirtl \\nh H IIM 
favour. I indeed had never ivaehnl a hr!i:ltl Iti 
praise was awarded as a matter t riitir^r, iiti 
were others who sat on Jn^.lirr %r,il% ti win 
critics brought umneasuivil iiu'rUM- ami atltilattn 
when they \vntt\ as they Minetuur^ <li! writr 
which from a beginner \vuuhl ti! have lirrn I 
wortliy of the slitfhU'.st noiier, I h**jn* in* m 
think that in saying this I ant at-uiatrtl |*y j> 
of others. Thongh 1 nrvrr rvaeh*'*! that In-tgl 
1 had so far progressed that lii.il vvhith I wr 
received with too nuu'h favour. *t'hi* itiju'*tu'i* 
struck me did not consUt in tin! uhu'h \v.r* \\ 
from me, but in that whtdi vva.s gt\r in me, 
that aspirants rtmiing up he low me iiti^lif tin v 
good as mine 1 , and prolialily iiiui'Ii lirflrr \\ork, 3 
fail to have it appreciated. In tinier t* lent tlit- 
termined to be sneh an aNpiraiit tiiy^rlf, ;utd li 
a cour.se of novels mumynuuiHly, in nrdrr lhaf 1 
see whether I could obtain *i M-rmiil i*l-i 
whether m I bad made* cute hy *m'h 1 

ability as I I jtuceee*! in ; 

In 1865 1 begun a nhort tale. .Vniii 

^in 1866 was puhlishiu! in 

Magasine* In thii wai by 
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the same length, called Linda Tressel. I will speak of 
them together, as they are of the same nature and of 
nearly equal merit. Mr. Blackwood, who himself read 
the MS. of Nina Balatka, expressed an opinion that 
it would not from its style be discovered to have 
been written by me; but it was discovered by Mr. 
Hutton of the Spectator, who found the repeated 
use of some special phrase which had rested upon 
his ear too frequently when reading for the purpose 
of criticism other works of mine. He declared in 
his paper that Nina Balatka was by me, showing 
I think more sagacity than good nature. I ought 
not, however, to complain of him, as of all the 
critics of my work he has been the most observant, 
and generally the most eulogistic. Nina Balatka never 
rose sufficiently high in reputation to make its detection 
a matter of any importance. Once or twice I heard 
the story mentioned by readers who did not know me 
to be the author, and always with praise; but it had 
no real success. The same may be said of Linda 
Tressel. Blackwood, who of course knew the author, 
was willing to publish them, trusting that works by 
an experienced writer would make their way, even 
without the writer's name, and he was willing to pay 
me for them, perhaps half what they would have 
fetched with my name. But he did not find the 
speculation answer, and declined a third attempt, 
though a third such tale was written for him. 

Nevertheless I am sure that the two stones are 
good. Perhaps the first is somewhat the better, as 
being the less lachrymose. They were both written 
very quickly, but with a considerable amount of labour; 
and both were written immediately v after visits to the 
towns in which the scenes are laid, Prague, mainly, 
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and Nuremberg. Of course 1 had mdravnnred to 
change not only my manner of lamuaxt\ Inn my 
manner of story-telling also; and in tin's. /,;<-, Mr. 
Hutton, I think that 1 was stuvessi'ul. I '-Mulish life 
in them there was none, Then* \va> nmiv tf n nuance 
proper than had been usual with mr. And 1 made an 
attempt at local colouring, at dr-vriptitMi^ of MVIKS 
and places, which has not lu-rn u-.u.d \\iili m r , f l} 
all this I am confident that 1 was in a m-,i-.tuv MU*IVSS- 
ful. In the loves, and fears, and Ii.ttivd--., Imtii <f 
Nina and of Linda, there is imuls that i. jaihetii\ 
Prague is Prague, and NurtMiuVn; is \nti'jnlrri*, | 
know that the stories arc* K M|M ' bus thrv wiv.rd ilw 
object with which they had luvn \\ntfnt. I if t'Mijr, Nt 
there is not in this any evidemv tli.it I mn;ht not )i;ivt 
succeeded a second time as I M!i"i'ri-t| r ,| Iu-t' . || (t d 1 
gone on with the same dujj;nl jn-j -.r\rf.iu*'r. Mr, 
Blackwood had 1 still fiiillsrr ivdu*vd ni> pricr, wnuhl 
probably have cuntintu'tl the i-\jrriju-!ji. \huihrr Ini 
years of unpaid uuflaxKWtf I,!otu im-lif j uvr } n ,jjj 
up a second rejmtation. Hut tlti'. a! .tuv ! ; ,iii- iiil ; ; . rri n 
clear to me, that with alt tin* iiiftv.i-.ril .MU^nt.ijvs 
which practice in tuy an mii^i Is.ivr jpvrtj mr, I roiiM 
not induce ICnglish rradrr.s to iv.id \\Jia! I |%nr to theni, 
unless I gave it with nn iunu*. 

I do not wish to hau* it 4jji|ii * ,J ' t ,, jj,; t j iat j 
quarrel with pulilie JUIHIIMMU tn 4^^^ *>j !H taturt*. 
It is a matter of nmrM* tint sit ."A unv fit* |uiMic* 

Should trttst to est.lhlMu'il Irj it n ..;, J; ' ( , IMflWtl 

that a novel nathT \\.tntnn ( ! + ,,* *,.i-M j^f j l} 

a library for thou It) tfiwr I ! j \\ J^ , < o'lins 

as that a lady whrti *lir \\.iut \ )< * ,, . 4 , ,.. j ln ,,|,| 

go to Fortmnn S Ma uti I , r^.j.,, / * ft i , , ,, rj|i 

only make iht'utM'lvi** FMiifttsin h % i . ^ *' ^ HI 
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time and good pies combined. If Titian were to send 
us a portrait from the other world, as certain dead 
poets send their poetry by means of a medium, it 
would be some time before the art critic of the Times 
would discover its value. We may sneer at the want 
of judgment thus displayed, but such slowness of 
judgment is human and has always existed. I say all 
this here because my thoughts on the matter have 
forced upon me the conviction that very much consid- 
eration is due to the bitter feelings of disappointed 
authors. 

We who have succeeded are so apt to tell new 
aspirants not to aspire, because the thing to be done 
may probably be beyond their reach. "My dear young 
lady, had you not better stay at home and darn your 
stockings?" "As, sir, you have asked for my candid 
opinion, I can only counsel you to try some other work 
of life which may be better suited to your abilities." 
What old-established successful author has not said 
such words as these to humble aspirants for critical 
advice, till they have become almost formulas? No 
doubt there is cruelty in such answers; but the man 
who makes them has considered the matter within 
himself, and has resolved that such cruelty is the best 
mercy. No doubt the chances against literary aspirants 
are very great. It is so easy to aspire, and to begin ! 
A man cannot make a watch or a shoe without a 
"variety of tools and many materials. He must also 
have learned much. But any young lady can write 
a boolc who has a sufficiency of pens and paper. It can 
be done anywhere; in any clothes which is a great 
thing; at any hours to which happy accident in 
literature I owe my success. And the success, when 
Achieved, is so pleasant! The aspirants, of course, 
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are very many; and the experience'*! councillor, when 
asked for his candid judgment as to this or that effort, 
knows that among 1 every hundred efforts il lrrr w j|j 
be ninety-nine failures. Then flu* answer is so ready: 
"My dear young huly, do darn your storking; it w ill 
be for the best." Or perhaps Jevs tenderly, to the 
male aspirant: "You must earn some money, you say, 
Don't you think that a stool in a counting house might 
be better?" The adviee will probably le ^ioi advice, 
probably, no doubt, as may he proved by the terrible 
majority of failures, Hut whu is to he Mire* that he 
is not expelling an angel from the heaven to which, 
if less roughly treated, he would suaty that he is not 
dooming some Milton to lie mute ami tn}.;lirimi*; k who, 
but for such cruel ill- judgment, wouM Uvinu* vocal 
to all ages? 

The answer to all this ww* In In* ivatly euotij(h. 
The judgment, whether cruel r temler. Nlmtml iwit Ic* 
ill-judgment, lie win* consents to sit as jttil|*e slumlcl 
have capacity for judging. Hill tn flii^ tnatter titi 
accuracy of judgwent is jKtsMhle. It may ! that the 
matter subjected to the critic h M li.icl nr s*> ^HM! UH 
to make an assured answer jiosNJhle, " Vuu, lit any 
rate, cannot make this your viu-atinn; " **r M Yu, at 
any ratt% can succeed, if you will try," Uttl ea^r* an 
to whiclj such certainty cau be r*jrr<*ri| are rare. 
The critic who wrote tiir article mi ilir early versr* 
of Lord Hyron, wliicli prtttlui'ni thr I'.n^nh 
and Scotch AVfiVicvrj, wan jtMifinl tit iti- i-ritiriMii 
by the merits of the thturx / /i//,m'.f.f. The Imr^ 
had ncvcrthelchs tieert written lv that I.ril llyrmi win* 
became rmr flyron, In a liitlr s;nin- r'.illnl 7V 

Bl/Wrf, Which, I tlllllk, ittitiftily kliriws. lil'r ilir fuj 

ccl lines;-- 
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L Payne Knight's Taste was issued to the town, 
v Greek verses in the text set down 

torn to pieces, mangled into hash, 
led to the flames as execrable trash, 
ort, were butchered rather than dissected, 

several false quantities detected, 

when the smoke had vanished from the cinders, 
5 just discovered that the lines were Pindar's! " 

n be no assurance against cases such as these ; 
ve are so free with our advice, always bidding 
g aspirant to desist. 

is perhaps no career or life so charming as 

a successful man of letters. Those little 
it o,f advantages which I just now named are 
elves attractive. If you like the town, live 
>wn, and do your work there ; if you like the 

choose the country. It may be done on the 
mountain or in the bottom of a pit. It is 
le with the rolling of the sea and the motion 
way. The clergyman, the lawyer, the doctor, 
ber of Parliament, the clerk in a public office, 
sman, and even his assistant in the shop, must 

accordance with certain fixed laws; but the 
need sacrifice to no grace, hardly even to 
r. He is subject to no bonds such as those 
^nd other men. Who else is free from all 
is to hours? The judge must sit at ten, and 
rney-general, who is making his 20,000 a 
st be there with his bag. The Prime Minister 
In his place 011 that weary front bench shortly 
a/yers, and must sit there, either asleep or 

ven though or should be addressing 

e. During all that Sunday which he maintains 
e a day of rest, the active clergyman toils 
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like a galley-slave. The actor, \vhcn eight a 

comes, is hound to his footlights. Tin* Civil S< 

clerk must sit UHTC from ten till four, -mile? 

office be fashionable, when twelve to six is ji 

heavy on him. The author may do his work ;i 

in the morning when he is fresh from his l>ni, 

three in the. morning before he #*% thrre. At: 

author wants no capital, and encounters no 

When onee he is afloat, the publisher finds all tl 

and indeed, unless he he rash, finds it whether 

afloat or not. But it is in the conMdcr.uion wlii 

enjoys that the successful author finds his r 

reward. lie is, if not of equal rank, yrt of 

standing with the highest; anil if he he open ' 

amenities of society, may choose his own circle^ 

without money can enter doors which are closet! a 

almost all but him and the wealthy, I have 

heard it said that in this country the wan of 

is not recognised I believe the iiir;tiititg of I 

be that men of letters are not often invite*! 

knights and baronets. I do not think that they 

it;- and if they had it they wouUI, as a IHK!> 

much more than they wowUI gain, I tlo not 

desire to have letters put after my naim\ or to lie 

Sir Anthony, but if my friends Tom Hughe 

Charles Reade became Sir Thomas and Sir tl 

I do not know how I might fee!, -or how tw 

might feel, if we were left twl>eleekei!, AH 

the man of letters who would fir H?!eeU'd for 

honour, if such bestowal of honours writ* custt 

receives from the general rt>|e.et of tliwc aroini 

a much more pleasant recognition of hi* worth, 

If this be HIV if it be true that flu* career 

successful literary man he Urns ftlntstiit, it 
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wonderful that many should attempt to win the prize. 
But how is a man to know whether or not he has 
within him the qualities necessary for such a career? 
He makes an attempt, and fails; repeats his attempt, 
and fails again! So many have succeeded at last who 
have failed more than once or twice! Who will tell 
him the truth as to himself? Who has power to find 
out that truth? The hard man sends him off without a 
scruple to that office .stool ; the .soft man assures him 
that there is much merit in his MS. 

Oh, my young aspirant, if ever such a one should 
read these pages, he sure that no one can tell you! 
To do so it would he necessary not only to know what 
there is now within you, hut also to foresee what time 
will produce there. This, however, I think may he 
said to you, without any doubt as to the wisdom of the 
counsel given, that if it be necessary for you to live 
by your work, do not begin by trusting to literature. 
Take the stool in the oilier as recommended to you by 
the hard man; and then, in such Insure hours as may 
belong to you, let the praise which has come from 
the lips of that .soft man induce you to persevere in 
your literary attempts. Should you fail, then your 
failure; will not br fatal,- -ami what better could you 
have done with the leisure hours had you not so failed? 
Such double toil, you will say, is severe. Yes, but 
if you want this thing, you must .submit to severe toil. 

Sometime tit* fore this I luul become one of the 
Committee nf*]>ointe<l for the distribution of the moneys 
of the Koyal Literary Fund, and in that capacity I 
heard ant! jaw nuu'h of the sufferings of authors. 1 
may in a future chapter speak further of this Institu- 
tion, which I legal'*! with great affection, and iu 
reference to which I ,*huukt be glad lt> record certain 
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convictions of my own; but I allude to It now, because 
the experience i have acquired in bring active in its 
cause forbids me to advise any young man or woman 
to enter boldly on a literary career in search of bread 
I know how utterly i should have failed myself had 
my bread not been earned elsewhrre while I was 
making my efforts. During ten years uf work, which 
1 commenced with some aid from the fact that othm 
of my family were in the .same profession, 1 did not 
earn enough to buy me the pens, ink, and paper which 
I was using; and then when* with alt my experience 
in my art, I began again as from a new .springing 
point, I should have failed again unless again I could 
have given years to the task. Of course there have 
been many who have clone belter than f- -many whose 
powers have been infinitely greater, But thru, too, 
i have seen the failure of many who were greater. 

The career, when success has been achieved, Li 
certainly very pleasant; but the agonies which are 
endured in the .search for that snarsn are often terrible. 
And the author's poverty is, I think, hanlrr to In* t*orne 
than any other poverty, Hit* man, whether rightly 
or wrongly, feels that the* world h tiding hint with 
extreme injustice, The more ,ih*olutc*ly In* fail*, the 
higher, it is probable, iu* will reckon hi** own merits; 
and the keener will be the sense* of injury in that he 
whose work is of so high a nature cannot g*i bread, 
while they whose tasks are nir.ni arr htfifirtl in luxury. 
**!, with my wdMllkd miwl, with my clear intellect, 
with all my gifts, cannot ;t jioor crown t clay, 

while that fool, who himper* in a little r**om hetiiud a 
shop, makes his thmtsaml* every year,*' Hie very 
charity, to which lit* too often $* tlrtvrn, r-i bitterer 
to hint than to others, While he it lir 
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mrns the hand that j;ives il to him, and every fibre 

'. his heart within him is bleeding with a sense of 

jury. 

The career, when successful, is pleasant enough 

rtainly; but when unsuccessful, it is of all careers 

ic most agonising. 



CHAPTER XI! 

ON NOVELS AND TIIK ANT *V WHITINei Till 

IT is nearly twenty years siiuv I proposed In 
to write a history of Knglish prM' nVtion, 
never do it now, but tin* subject Is MI gI a u 
I recommend It heartily to soinr man if letiei 
shall at the same time le indefatigable anil 
handed. I acknowledge that I broke down in tl 
because 1 could not endure the laltonr in add; 
the other labours of my life, Tit**ti|!t the i4 
be channin^, the work was very wui'li ilir rrvr 
came to have a terrihU* asjHvl i nir. as tl 
proposition that I .should Ml ut all tlu* May it 
of a season. According to tiy j*lan if ^ttili a 
it would he necessary to reat! *ui iiifiitiiy of nvi 
not only to read them, hut ** In n-ai! ilirtis a.-* l 
out the excellences of tliti*n* wltiili an- 111*1-4 r> 
and to explain the drfivts of tltn^r wliiili, 
defective, had still rr;irlird MtinVuMtt rrpnia 
make them worthy of ttottrt*. I iliil rral man 
this fashion, and herr and ilirrr I have tlu* cr 
which I wrote. In regard to many, they wt*n* 
on Home blank pagi* within liir tiouk, I lia 
however, even n list cif tin* tKHikn so critu'isril, 
that the Arcadia w;w the first, ami /tf "$1*1/11*1* t 
My plan, as 1 nettled it at last, had Itrrn tu Itt^ 
Robinson Crusoe, which in the really 

186 
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novel which we have in our language, and to continue 
the review so as to include the works of all English 
novelist* of reputation, except those who might still 
he living' when my task should be completed. But 
when Dickens and Uulwer died, my spirit flagged, and 
that which I had already found to be very difficult had 
become almost impossible to me at my then period of 
life. 

1 began my own sttidies on the subject with works 
much earlier than Kobhtifon Crusoe, and made my way 
through a variety of novels which were necessary for 
my purpose, but which in the reading gave me no 
pleasure whatever. I never worked harder than at the 
sttrtntux, or read mure detestable trash than the stories 
written by Mrs. Aphra Helm; but these two were 
necessary to my purpose, which was not only to give 
an estimate uf the novels as 1 found them, but to 
describe* bow it had come to pass that the English 
novel* *t' the- present day have become what they are, 
to point out the rffVets which they have produced, and 
to inquire whether their great popularity has on the 
whole dow good or evil to the people who read them. 
1 :,till think that the hook is one well worthy to be 
written. 

I intt'suU'ti to write that book to vindicate my own 
I>rof<*sMm &* a novelist, and also to vindicate that 
ptiltljf frft* in literature which has created and 
n*ttri'4trtt thr jr*iVsM<w which I follow. And I was 
Mirrcti uj t iniiKc such an attempt by a conviction 
fluti ilirrr Mill t'MM* utmm us Englishmen a prejudice 
in ri'Njitvt to novel* which might* perhaps, be lessened 
by Mu-h a wurk. This prejudice is not against the 
muting tf ii^vr!:-*, UM is proved by their general accep- 
w. Bwl it exists strongly in reference to 
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flic appreciation in which they an 1 professed to he held; 
and it robs them of much of that hij;h character vvliich 
they may claim to have earned by their g'ruce, their 
honesty, and good teaching. 

Mo man can work long* at any trade without being 1 
brought to consider much, whether that which he is 
daily doing tends to evil or to jjooil. I have written 
many novels, and have known many writer*-; of novels 
and I can assert that such thoughts have hren .strong 
with them and with myself. But in acknowledging that 
these writers have received from the public a full 
measure of credit for such genius, ingenuity, or per- 
severance as each may have displayed. I tVrl that there 
is still wanting to them a just appreciation of the excel- 
lence of their calling, and a general nnderManding of 
the high nature of the work wiuVlt they perform. 

By the common consent of all mankind who have 
read, poetry takes the highest plaee in literature, That 
nobility of expression, and all but divine graee nf words, 
which she is bound to attain before %! ran make JUT 
footing good, is not compatible with pro-,f, Indeed 
it is that which turn* prone into puetrv. \\ lun that 
has been in truth achieved, the reader know* that the 
writer has soared above the earth, and *an teach his 
lessons somewhat us a god might ir,u-h. |f r w j tt> s j tH 
down to write his tali* in prose make* tut Mich attempt, 
nor does he dream that the pilot's hummr is within \m 
reach; but his teaching is nf flu* samr si;ittin\ and Im 
lessons all tend to the saiw nul Ily rittirr, h\^ sn}m 
timcnts may be fostered; false* nutinns uf htinianity 
maybe engendered: false hunmir, faKr !nvr f.ilse wcir- 
ship may be created; by i-iiher, vire uiMtMil if virtue 
may be taught, Hut by isu'h. w|twllv. may true liiiitcitir, 
true love, true worship, and true humanity lie incut- 
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rated ; and that will be the j;reatest teacher who will 
spread surh truth the widest. I hit at present, much as 
novels, as novels, arc 4 bought and read, there exists still 
an idea, a (Vi-linj'; whieh is very prevalent, that novels 
at iheir best arc 1 Iu1 innocent. Voting men anil women, 
.. and old im-n and women too,-- read more of them 
than of poetry, because Mich reading is easier than the 
reading of poetry; luit they read thcm,~~;is men cat 
pastry after dinner, not without sonic inward convic- 
tion that thf ta*.te i.s vain if not vinous. 1 take upon 
myself to say that it is neither vicious nor vain. 

lint all writers of* fiction who have desired to think 
well of their (un work, will probably have had doubts 
on their minds before they have arrived at. this con- 
elusion. 'Ihinkinj; nnu'b of my own daily labour and 
of its nature, I I'flt my self at fir>t to lie much afflicted 
and then to be deeply grieved by the opinion expressed 
by WIM* and thinking 1111*11 ;r to the work clone by novel- 
ists, Unt when, by decrees. I dared to examine and 
.sift the saying* of such men, I found them to be some- 
times silly and oftai arrogant. I he^itn to inquire 
what bad brrn Hie nature* of Mn^lish novels since they 
first htvaittr i-<*mnun iit inir own l;input|;e and to be 
dfsiron*-* of ast-rrtainin^ wltellirr they had done harm 
or g*od, I owld well remrmber that, in my own young 
davN, tb^y hat! not taken that undisputed possession of 
drawing-rooms \vhirh tliey now hold, Fifty years ago, 
wbi'ii t ieoi'tte IV, w;i> ldii|| they were not indeed 
treated as Lydiu li;i*l heen foreetl li treat them in the 
piwrdtitft ITII*II., when, on thr appro;u*h of etdtTS, F^r^- 
l*n*i'i^ tt,t- hitUIeu lirin%t!li tin* InihsttT, and Lord 
t(i//i j*ut awav ttttdrr ill*- sofa, Hut the families 
in which ;ni iiiiir%irii'ti"ii penttinsion was given for the 
muling nf ntivrl'. were vri'y few, and front many they 
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were altogether banished, The high pt'tir ^enii 
correct morality of Walter Sott hail nut alto, 
succeeded in making mm ami woiwn nmU'rstan 
lessons which were good in pmlry onild not IK* ' 
prose. I remenilier that iti thosr day* an nuku^ 
laid upon novel-reading as a jmrMiit, which was 
novelist a much heavier tax than that want c 
appreciation of which I now complain. 

There is, we all know, no such rwkirgo now. 
we not say that people of an ;IK<" |H l(%1 ^ h^vi* g 
much power into their own hatul-. to rinhirr an; 
complete cmhargo? Nwt'Is ai'f I'r.til right am 
ahovc stairs and hohnv, in town IIMUM-H ;tiul in 
try parsonages, hy youni* i-onntr^M-H autl hy fa 
daughters, by old lawyers antl hy \*uiii '.tiulrn 
has not only conn* to JKKS th.it a N|iri-i.il |*r*vi'* 
them has to he made fr tin* ^IM!}>, liin ih.it lit 
vision so matle must n*vv iiu'htlr |MHI|*% whii'h 
years since the godly wntilil Ituvr tlmu^lu lu l< 
fane. It was this nivrs^ily wliiili, ;t tVw ytMrs 
induced the editor of (itwtl IFinilv lu ;j|I> t nir 
novel, which, inderI s whni Mi|*|!u-l u,i% rrjivti 
which now, prohahly, owing t* fiiiilir-r vhiii|*r 
same direction, would havt* IHTII a T|ii- : il. 

If such he the cast* if tltt* r \lrn-* inn f iinvrl r< 
he so wide as I have* dt'scrthnl $l iSirsi vrry iinn'1 
or harm must he tlom* !y novrl 4 *, "Tin* ai)urnu 
the time can hardly IK* tin* only rt* i 4t!l iti ,my !*' 
is read, and certainly not M vvitlt *i novrl, \vttii'h *i 
especially to the imagination, ami wlitiN tin* ^yn 
of the young. A van! |iru|mrhon if flir ii^tcli: 
the clay, greater prohattly th;m many til us 
acknowledged to riir.jt % ivt*^ t -- coitus frmii ilir**i' 
which arc in the humU ctf .all rt^uicr^, II in 
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that girls learn what is expected from them, and what 
they arc to export when lovers come; and also from 
them that young men uneonseiously learn what are, or 
should be, or may he, the charms of love, though I 
fancy that few young men will think so little of their 
natural instincts and powers as to helievc that I am 
right in saying so. Many other lessons also are taught. 
In these times, when the desire to he honest is pressed 
so hard, is so violently assaulted by the ambition to he 
great ; in which riches arc the easiest road to great- 
ness; when the temptations to which men arc subjected 
dull their eyes to the perfected iniquities of others; 
when it is so hard for a man to decide vigorously that 
the pitch, which so many arc handling, will defile him 
if it be touched;- men's conduct will he actuated much 
by that which is t'rom day to day depicted to them as 
leading to j;l<rinus or inglorious results. The woman 
who is described as having obtained all that the world 
holds to be precious, by lavishing her charms and her 
caresses unworthily and heartlessly, will induce other 
women to do the same with theirs,- -as will she who is 
made interesting by exhibitions of bnld passion teach 
other?-* to be sjwrinnsly passionate, The young man who 
in u novel luvtMnes ;\ hero, perhaps a Member of Par- 
liament, and almost a Prime Minister, by trickery, 
falsehood, and Hash cleverness, will have many fol- 
lower**, whosr attempts to rise in the world ought to lie 
heavily on the conscience of lite novelists who create 
fid ilii *!i*'. i 'aglioMi'o-*, There arc jack Shepnartls other 
titan fltmr who break into houses and nut of prisons, 
Machralhs, who ilmrrvc the gallows wore than Gay's 
hero, 

Thinking of ail fliK as a novelist surely must do, 
I ccrl.itiilj have dime through my whole career, 
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T think that many have (lone so; so many that we 
Kngh'sh novelists may boast as a class that has been 
the general result of our own work. Looking" hack to 
the past generation, 1 may say with certainty that such 
was the operation of the novels of Miss Kdgcworth, 
Miss Austen, and Walter Scott. Coming down to my 
own times. I find sueh to have been the teaching 1 of 
Thackeray, of Dickons, and of George Kliot. Speak- 
ing, as I .shall speak to any who may read these words, 
with that absence of .self-personality which the dead 
may claim, I will boast that sueh has been the result 
of my <'>wn writing. ( "an :tny out* by search through the 
works of the six great Knglish novelists I have named, 
find a some, a passage, or a word that would teach a 
girl to be immodest, or a man to be dishonest? When 
men in their pages have been described as dishonest and 
women as immodest, have they not ever been punished? 
It is not for the novelist to say, baldly and simply: 
** Because you lied here, or were hoartlesn there, because 
you Lydia Bonnet forgot the lessons of your honest 
home, or you Karl Leicester were false through your 
ambition, or you Beatrix loved too well the glitter of 
the world, therefore yo shall be scourged with scourges 
either in thi** \vorhl or in the next;" hut it is for him 
to show, as lit* carrion mi Ins tale, that hi* Lydia, or his 
Leicester, or hi* Beatrix, will bt* dishonoured in the 
estimation *f all readers ly hi* or her vices. Let a 
woman lie drawn clever. ln*iiiltfiil attractive, so as 
to make men love her. and wtittirtt almont envy her,- 
ami let her te made al?*o hearties*, unfemininc, and 
ambition** of evil grandeur, a* Beatrix, what a 

danger t* there mti in *nrli it character I To the 
novelist wh* ''hall handle it. wltiif peril of doing barm! 
Hut if at I.si ii have Item MI handled that every girl 
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who reads of Beatrix shall say: " Oh ! not like that; 
let me not be like that!" and that every yuuth shall 
say: " Let me not have such a one- as that to press my 
bosom, anything rather than that! 1 '- thru will not the 
novelist have preached his sermon ;n perhaps tin clergy, 
man can preach it? 

Very much of a novelist's work nw-.t appertain to 
the intercourse between young men ami young women. 
It is admitted that a novel can hardly br wade inter- 
esting 1 or successful without love, Nw<' tVw might }e 
named, hut even in those the attempt breaks down, and 
the softness of love is found to he mviv-.sary in complete 
the story. l*ickwick has been named ;i% an r \t-ept ion to 
the rule, hut even in I'it'kwit'k there an* thm* or fmir 
sets of lovers, whose little amatory longing** give a soft- 
ness to the work. 1 tried it onee with Mixx Mtit'ksnsi?, 
but I had to make her fall lit love- at !,i-4, In thin 
frequent allusion to the pa*Moit wlti'h ini--4 stirs the 
imagination of the young, then* uwM he itutgrr, Of 
that the writer of fiction is probably wrll aware, Then 
the question has to he asktul, whether tlit 4 iLingrr may 

not he so averted that gHul may IK* the r"lt, ami to 

be answered. 

In one respect tin* necessity of tlralin^ with lvi* is 
advantageous, advantageous from thr very rireimi- 
stance which has made love* mrtv^ary to all ni-*vetistH. 
It is necessary because* the pas.-tioii i^ ntn* wliit-li inter- 
ests or has interested all. F.vm* *>iir frrin ji has f t *I{ ii 
or expects to feel it,' or v\w rejirl'* it with an 'ugi'rm'HH 
which still perpetuates the iiitrfr'4, It the unvrlist^ 
therefore, can so handle thr Mibjivt ;M t il good ty 
his handling, an to forh wholrMHttr lc*%ra>iH isi regard 
to love, the gcxul which he dorn will l*r \rry wtdiv If I 
can teach politicians that they fan du ihnr htt^iiu^ 
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better by truth than hy falsehood, T do a great service; 
but it is done to a limited numbiT of persons. But if I 
can make young men and women believe that truth in 
love will make them happy, then, if my writings be 
popular, F shall have a very large class of pupils. No 
doubt the cause for thai fear which did exist as to 
novels arose from an idea that the matter of love would 
be treated in an inflammatory and generally unwhole- 
some manner. 4t Madam/* Nays Sir Anthony in the 
plav " a circulating library in a town is an evergreen 
tree of diabolical knowledge. It blossoms through the 
year; and depend on it, Mrs. Malaprop, that they who 
are so fnd of handling the leaves will long for the 
fruit at last." Sir Anthony was no doubt right But 
ho takes it for granted that the longing for the fruit is 
an evil. The novelist who writes of love thinks dif- 
ferently, and thinks that the honest love of an honest 
man is a treasure xvhich a good girl may fairly hope to 
win,-- and that if she fan be taught to wish only for 
that, she will have been taught to entertain only whole- 
some wishes, 

I can easily believe that a girl should be taught to 
wish to love by reading how I, aura Hell loved IVnden- 
ins. iVndennr* wa-* not in tnilh a very worthy man, 
nor did he make a very good husband; but the girl's 
love was h hrauiil'nl, and llu* wife's love when she 
became a wilt* *** womanlikr. and at the same time so 
sweet, NO iniM'IfWi, M* wifely, so worshipful, in the 
sense in which wivrs are t*UI that they ought to wor- 
*hip iheir lur-hawK -thai I c;tinstl believe that any 
girl eatt be injured* or rvnt not benefited, by reading of 
Laura's It we. 

Tltrrti once mril it* !r many who thought, and prob- 
altlv tliero '-'fil! aro MMM', c\ c-n h^re in I 8% nglaiul, who 
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think that a girl should hear nothing of love till the 
time come in which she is to be married That, no 
doubt, was the opinion of Sir Anthony Absolute and of 
Mrs. Malaprop. But I am hardly disposed to believe 
that the old system was more favourable than ours to 
the purity of manners. Lydia Languish, though she 
was constrained by fear of her aunt to hide the book, 
yet had Peregrine Pickle in her collection. While 
human nature talks of love so forcibly it can hardly 
serve our turn to be silent on the subject. " Naturam 
expellas furca, tamen usque recurret." There are 
countries in which it has been in accordance with the 
manners of the upper classes that the girl should be 
brought to marry the man almost out of the nursery 
or rather perhaps out of the convent without having 
enjoyed that freedom of thought which the reading of 
novels and of poetry will certainly produce ; but I do 
not know that the marriages so made have been thought 
to be happier than our own. 

Among English novels of the present day, and among 
English novelists, a great division is made. There are 
sensational novels and anti-sensational, sensational 
novelists and anti-sensational, sensational readers and 
anti-sensational. The novelists who are considered to 
be anti-sensational are generally called realistic. I am 
realistic. My friend Wilkie Collins is generally sup- 
posed to be sensational The readers who prefer the 
one are supposed to take delight in the elucidation of 
character. Those who hold by the other are charmed 
by the continuation and gradual development of a plot 
All this is, I think, a mistake,- which mistake arise* 
from the inability of the imperfect artist to be at the 
same time realistic and sensational. A good nove 
should be both, and both in the highest degree. If i 
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novi-1 fail in < j ith<T, then- i-- a t'aihnv in an. ] A ,| n lose 
readers who heliru- that thrv d tnt like sensational 
scent's in novel. flunk i *.n\ > n\ ih,e passages from 
our gjv.it n\tl' t \\' ' I PI iurwed them most; 
of Kt'Iuvi-i in tin f ' ! I .i^lioe; tit' Hurley in the 
cave with M"tt " " * f '! I d\ lr,tiiis}; the veil of 
the oxpirt.nil I inl , IM / ' / ut ; nt |,,tIy i'asllowood 
as, in In**' in!i mi..., )r j lains tt the Duke of 
Hamilton Hnn\ I n< i ! IP h' in l*r present at the 
marmge nt in i \. tf fi i .< ilu\, may I add, of 
Lnily Mavin, .' h* n % Is i i *uir-.,%inii m th r f rt | u f 
Sir IVregiim < MM U i f l . ,\ jr say that the authors 
of llii'M' pa a** In * i ' '1 u- i -inj ( *vtT sensational? 
No dotthf, a t?i^ t m h n i ' f us ulenl'i, luisd together 
without tinili in l t n 1 , .i.d tu?. 1 j alintni ^ petsona^cs 
without ihaia i, * ti Mn !, .. \\hti t uuiot nmke 
thnti'i'K* 4 ' In**ti in ill* ti,! 1 i a nit ji and vvoin?n, 
<Ioi not in tnu i .t . v ? it %rij til! tin* iiiiiid with 
n\\e, llntint !' *i j >* ^i ''<' ^'tt i .iijil ulinli arr hor- 
ioi''* onlv in tli< I,* ti ,u^l ni i fiiiiliiii^ any 
rivof*ni'>i*fl *ji ! 4 ! *< M \rt MI* i int u,ti*n, ant! soon 
n*u '* t\t*n t io*u * \ i// M h v\<u!d Iw* fr*si*ii" t*le- 
inmt*. **f* .1 <** ^* i** I* us. t* i til viJiriiii end, and 
without ilitliit.lu 1 i,i 1 !* f ! %M t a \uut in niuitlered, 

mnidt'iid '*i f^ *' itrif wi!i \HII, HI the next 
hoii *. ilu h - > i "-, iii!*1 .d !\ tin husband, 

a !i!tl 4 n* *<* ,i vt*! .t >MI I 111,11 ad<l tt it for 
CUT I in^u n ih.<" ^ ' '4-11 ijt t f iii,i Inl liei alive. 
1 hen* i. n u I < i f I * , *! . 1 m* ?!$4t 4 inniier wife 
Vkii\ HV*. d iM k h *i|*!i! !< n i a ,4ml in t\ a*'M*rt tlmt, 



hi- ititlv "t % li . ( , * in * 4 t 1 ! it 1iiinsld not 
IKe t* ft M * * ' f< * * * t t i < i , htoti I'luTC 

iinlSiin * ^ % i . M * , P 1 ilir v 
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lation of fearful incidents after this fashion. If 
such creation and cumulation he the beginning and the 
end of the novelist's work. ami novels have been 
written which seem to he wiilimtt other attractions, 
nothing can be more dull or more UM'htss. Bui m % on 
that account are we averse to tragfdv in prose fiction. 
As in poetry, so in prose, he who tviti deal adequately 
with tragic dements is a greater artist and reaches a 
higher aim than the writer whmr Hforts never carry 
him above the mild walks of evrryiliy life, Tlu* Ilridc 
of Lammcnnoor is a tragedy throughout, in spite of its 
comic elements. The life of Lady i '.iMlewood, of whom 
I have spoken, is a tragedy. RfK'hc-Nter';* wretched 
thraldom to his mad wife, in /<! #.vr' t is a tragedy. 
But these stories charm us not simply because they are 
tragic, but because we feel thai wen anil women 
with flesh and blood, creatures with whom we can 
sympathise, are strti|^iiii|( aniiihl ilnnf wnen. It all 
lies in that, No novel is aiiyiliini:, fur the purposes 
either of cometly or tragedy, inile^i tin* reader can 
sympathise with the character-* whuse natnrs he finds 
upon the pagen. Let an atnhor * trll lit?* tale as to 
touch his reader's heart and dri\v his trar**, and he lias, 
so far, done his work well. Truth J*t ihrre !*, 4nith 
of description, truth of character, liitiiiaii truth as to 
men and women, If there ir *at* h truth, 1 do not 
know that a novel can be tw sriratiMtta), 

I did intend when I uu'dttale*! ili.it history ctf Englbh 
fiction to include within its MHUI* ridrn fur lite 

writing of novels :-r I p^tlMi^ '.!%% nitire 

modesty, to oiler Mtine advice mi the *m IM *4i1i 
in it nn might be willing i* ulvani4^f* nf the 

experience of an tilil hand, Iliil tbr tnuitrr wmilil, I 
fear, be too lung fur. flm rp-iw|<% an*| I ,MM i 
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I have as yet got the rules quite settled in my own 
mind. I will, however, say a few words on one or 
two points which my own practice has pointed out 
to me. 

I have from the first felt sure that the writer, when 
he sils clown to commence his novel, should do so, not 
because he has to tell a story, but because he has a 
story to tell. The novelist's first novel will generally 
have sprung from the right cause. Some series of 
events, <>r some development of character, will have 
presented itself to his imagination, -and this he feels 
so strongly that he thinks he can present his picture in 
strong and agreeable language to others. He sits down 
and tells bis story because he has a story to tell; as 
yon, my friend, when you have heard something which 
lias at once tickled your fancy or moved your pathos, 
will hurry to tell it to the first person you meet. But 
when that first novel has been received graciously by 
the public and has made for itself a success, then the 
writer naturally feeling that the writing of novels is 
within his grasp, looks about for something to tell in 
another, -lit* eiulgels bin brains, not always success- 
fully, ami sits tlmvu to write, not because he has some- 
thing 1 which be burns to tell, but because he feels it to 
be incumbent on him to be telling something. As you, 
my friend, if yon are very successful in the telling of 
that first story, will become ambitious of further story- 
telling, and will look out for anecdotes, in the narra- 
tion tif which you will not improbably sometimes dis- 
tress your *ttilirnee, 

So il has been with many novelists, who, after some 
$ood work, jtcM'haps after very much good work, have 
.listressetl their audience because they have gone on 
their wrk till their work has become simply a 
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trade with them. Need I make a list of such, seeing 
that it would contain the names of thosr who have been 
greatest in the art of British novel-writing ? They have 
at last become weary of that portion if a novelist's 
work which is of all the most essential to success. That 
a man as he grows old should feel the lalnmr of writ* 
ing to be a fatigue is natural enough. Hut a man to 
whom writing has become a habit may write well 
though he be fatigued, Bui the weary novelist refuses 
any longer to give his mind to tlwt xvnrk of observa- 
tion and reception from which has mmr his power, 
without which work his power cannot Iw continued, 
which work should he tfoinK on not only when Iw, U at 
his desk, but in all his walks abroad, in nl! his move- 
ments through the world, in all his intrrctmr^ with Ilk 
fellow-creatures* He has bw*w<r a wwl^i, as another 
has become a pnet, bcvathc hr it4- in tho*r 
abroad, unconsciously for the wo*t p*irt, JHTII drawing 
in matter from all that he ha* MTU and hranl. But 
this has not been done without bluntr, rvm \vhrn the 
labour has been uneonscioii*. Ilirii a 

time when he shuts his eyes awl shuts his rur**, When 
we talk of memory fueling as agr conirs m, it t% itich 
shutting of eyes and ear* that %vr inraiv Thr 
around cease to interest u#, aiul w* i^tiuiMt rxrrt'is* mir 
minds upon them, To the novelet thus wrarird 
comes the demand for further iwvrK Ur twl 

know his own defect, and if hr ilstl lir nm 

wish to abandon bin own profr'tittm, Hr %till 
but he writes because lit* ha* to trll a ^tiry. imi 
he has a story to tell. What f novel* Itii nut 

felt the u woodenm*H3i '* of nf frlliiif? tin* 

charactern do not lift* nwvr, Imi arr mi 11111 nf 
blocks and arc propped the Tiir 
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with his characters that the creatures of his brain should 
be to them speaking, moving, living, human creatures. 
This he can never do unless he know those fictitious 
personages himself, and he can never know them 
unless he can live with them in the full reality of estab- 
lished intimacy. They must be with him as he lies 
down to sleep, and as he wakes from his dreams. He 
must learn to hate them and to love them. He must 
argue with them, quarrel with them, forgive them, and 
even submit to them. He must know of them whether 
they be cold-blooded or passionate, whether true or 
false, and how far true, and how far false. The depth 
and the breadth, and the narrowness and the shallow- 
ness of each should lie clear to him. And, as here, in 
our outer world, we know that men and women change, 
become worse or better as temptation or conscience 
may guide them, so should these creations of his 
change, and every change should he noted by him. On 
the last day of each month recorded, every person in 
his novel should he a month older than on the first. If 
the would-be novelist have aptitude that way, all this 
will come to him without much strugglingbut if 
it do not come, I think he can only make novels of 
wood. 

It is so that I have lived with my characters, and 
thence has come whatever jtueee^H I have obtained. 
There is a gallery of them, and of all in that gallery I 
may say that I know the tone of the viee, and the 
colour of the hair, every flame of the eye, ttttl the very 
clothes they wear. Of each man I could assert whether 
he would have said them* or the other word*; of every 
woman, whether he would thru have Mtiilcd or mi have 
frowned When I shall feel that thin intimacy 
then 1 shall know that the old tic turned 
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out to grass. That I shall feel it when I ought to feel 
it, I will by no means say. I do not know that I am at 
all wiser than Gil Bias' canon ; but I do know that the 
power indicated is one without which the teller of tales 
cannot tell them to any good effect. 

The language in which the novelist is to put forth his 
story, the colours with which he is to paint his picture, 
must of course be to him matter of much consideration. 
Let him have all other possible gifts, imagination, 
observation, erudition, and industry, they will avail 
him nothing for his purpose, unless he can put forth his 
work in pleasant words. If he be confused, tedious, 
harsh, or unharmonious, readers will certainly reject 
him. The reading of a volume of history or on science 
may represent itself as a duty; and though the duty may 
by a bad style be made very disagreeable, the conscien- 
tious reader will perhaps perform it. But the novelist 
will be assisted by no such feeling. Any reader may 
reject his work without the burden of a sin. It is the 
first necessity of his position that he make himself 
pleasant. Tq do this, much more is necessary than to 
write correctly. He may indeed be pleasant without 
being correct ,~ as I think can be proved by the works 
of more than one distinguished novelist. But he must 
be intelligible, intelligible without trouble; and he 
must be harmonious. 

Any writer who has read even a little will know 
what is meant by the word intelligible. It is not suf- 
ficient that there be a meaning that may be hammered 
out of the sentence, but that the language should be so 
pellucid that the meaning should be rendered without 
an effort of the reader ; and not only some proposition 
of meaning, but the very sense, no more and no less, 
which the writer lias intended to put into his words. 
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What Maeaulay says should he remembered by all 
writers: "How little the all -imjxH'lant art of making 
meaning pellucid is studied now! Hardly any popular 
author except myself thinks of it. 1 * The language used 
should he as ready and as efficient a condueK.tr of the 
mind of the writer to the mind of the reader as is 
the electric spark which passes from one buttery to 
another battery. In all written matter the .spark 
should carry everything; hut in matters recondite 
the recipient will search to see that he misses nothing, 
and that he takes nothing away too much. The novelist 
cannot expect that any such search will lie made, A 
young writer, who will acknowledge the truth of what 
I am saying, will often feel himself tempted by the dif- 
ficulties of language to tell himself that, some one little 
doubtful passage, some single collocation of words, 
which is not quite what it ought to he, will not matter, 
I know well what a stumbling -block such a passage may 
be. But he should leave none such behind him us lie 
goes on. The habit of writing clearly soon comes to 
the writer who in a .severe critic to himself, 

As to that harmonious expression which I think it 
required, ! shall find it more dtfHcuU in express, my 
meaning. It will be granted, I think, by reader* that a 
style may be rough, and yet ttoth forcible and intclli 
gible; but it will seldom come to pans that a novel 
written in a rough style will be popular.*- awl It*** often 
that a novelist who habitually uses Mich a style will 
become so. The harmony which is required must come 
from the practice of tlu* ear. There are few ears natu- 
rally so dull that they cannot, if time In* allowed to them, 
decide whether a sentence,, when rent], lie or bt* not 
harmonious. And the of harmony 

oa the ear, when the intelligence lias in f tinned 
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itself as to \vhat i>. a:;-.! \v*-; ; : 1^ n .-,t h'T-sv-.-,^ TT,., 
boy, for Instance, who learns wi:!i accuracy the i.icJiy 
of a Sapphic stanza, and has received through hi intel- 
ligence a knowledge of Its parts, will soon ttll bv his 

ear whether a Sapphic stanza be or be not correct. 
Take a girl, endowed with gifts of music, well instructed 

in her art, with perfect ear, and read to her such a 
stanza with two words transposed, as, for 

Mercuri, nam te docilis magistro 
Movit Amphion canendo lapides, 

Tuque testudo resonare septem 
Callida nervis 

and she will find no halt in the rhythm. But a 
with, none of her musical acquirements or capacities* 
wHo has, however, become familiar with the metres of 
tHe poet, will at once discover the fault And so will 
th.e writer Jbecome familiar with what is harmonious 
in prose. But in order that familiarity may serve him 
in his business, he must so train his ear that he 
be able to weigh the rhythm of every word as it falls 
from his pen. This, when it has been done for a time, 
even for a short time, will become so habitual to him 
that he will have appreciated the metrical duration of 
every syllable before it shall have dared to show itself 
upon paper. The art of the orator is the same. He 
knows beforehand how each sound which he is about 
to litter will affect the force of his climax. If a writer 
will do so he will charm his readers, though his readers 
will probably not know how they have been charmed. 

In writing a novel the author soon becomes aware 
tnat a burden of many pages is before him. Circum- 
stances require that he should cover a certain and gen- 
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erally not a very confined space. Short novels ar 
popular with readers generally. Critics often com 
of the ordinary length of novels, of the three vol 
to which they are subjected; but few novels ^ 
have attained great success in England have been 
in fewer pages. The novel-writer who sticks to n 
writing as his profession will certainly find that 
burden of length is incumbent on him. How sha 
carry his burden to the end? How shall he cove 
space? Many great artists have by their practic< 
posed the doctrine which I now propose to preac 
but they have succeeded I think in spite of their 
and by dint of their greatness. There should b 
episodes in a novel. Every sentence, every ^ 
through all those pages, should tend to the tellir 
the story. Such episodes distract the attention o: 
reader, and always do so disagreeably. Who has 
felt this to be the case even with The Curious In 
tinent and with the History of the Man of the 
And if it be so with Cervantes and Fielding, whc 
hope to succeed? Though the novel which you ha~ 
write must be long, let it be all one. And this excli 
of episodes should be carried down into the siru 
details. Every sentence and every word used si 
tend to the telling of the story. "But," the y 
novelist will say, " with so many pages before me 1 
filled, how shall I succeed if I thus confine myse 
how am I to know beforehand what space this stoi 
mine will require? There must be the three volu 
or the certain number of magazine pages which I 
contracted to supply. If I may not be discursive si 
occasion require, how shall I complete my task? 
painter suits the size of his canvas to his subject, 
must I in my art stretch my subject to my canv< 
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This undoubtedly must be clone by the novelist; and if 
he will learn his business, may be done without injury 
to his effect. He may not paint different pictures on 
the same canvas, which he will do if he allow himself 
to wander away to matters outside his own story; but 
by studying proportion in his work, he may teach 
himself so to tell his story that it shall naturally fall 
into the required length. Though his story should be 
all one, yet it may have many parts. Though the plot 
itself may require but few characters, it may be so 
enlarged as to find its full development in many. There 
may be subsidiary plots, which shall all tend to the 
elucidation of the main story, and which will take their 
places as part of one and the same work, as there 
may be many figures on a canvas which shall not to 
the spectator seem to form themselves into separate 
pictures. 

There is no portion of a novelist's work in which this 
fault of episodes is so common as in the dialogue. It is 
so easy to make any two persons talk on any casual 
subject with which the writer presumes himself to be 
conversant! Literature, philosophy, politics, or sport, 
may thus be handled in a loosely discursive style; and 
the writer, while indulging himself and filling his pages, 
is apt to think that he is pleasing his reader. I think 
he can make no greater mistake. The dialogue is gen- 
erally the most agreeable part of a novel; but it is only 
so as long as it tends in some way to the telling of the 
main story. It need not seem to be confined to that, 
but it should always have a tendency in that direction. 
The unconscious critical acumen of a reader is both 
jiust and severe. When a long dialogue on extraneous 
matter reaches his mind, he at once feels that he is 
being cheated into taking something which he did not 
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bargain to accept when he took up that novel, tie does 
not at that moment require polities or philosophy, but 
he wants his story, lie will not perhaps be able to 
say in so many words that at some certain point 
the dialogue has deviated from the story; but when it 
does so he will feel it, and the feeling 1 will bo unpleasant 
Let the intending novel-writer, if he doubt this, read 
one of Bulwer's novels, in which there is very much 
to charm, and then ask himself whether he has not 
been offended by devious conversations. 

And the dialogue, on which the modem novelist in 
consulting the taste of his probable readers must de- 
pend most, has to be constrained also by other rules. 
The writer may tell much of his story in conversations, 
but he may only do so by putting such words into the 
mouths of his personages as persons so situated would 
probably use. He is not allowed for the sake of his tale 
to make his characters give utterance to long speeches, 
such as are not customarily heard from nwn and 
women. The ordinary talk of ordinary people is car- 
ried on in short, sharp, expressive sentences* which very 
frequently are never eompletedrthe language of which 
even among educated people is often incorrect The 
novel-writer in constructing his dialogue must so steer 
between absolute accuracy of languagewhich would 
give to his conversation an air of pedantry, and the 
slovenly inaccuracy of ordinary talkers, which if 
closely followed would offend by an appearance of 
grimace as to produce upon the ear of his* readers* a 
sense of reality. If he be quite real he will to 

attempt to be funny. If he be quite correct he will 
seem to be unreal And above all, let the be 

short. No character should utter much above a dozen 
words at a breath, unless the writer can justify to 
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himself a longer flood of speech by the specialty of the 
occasion. 

In all this human nature must be the novel-writer's 
guide. No doubt effective novels have been written in 
which human nature has been set at defiance. I might 
name Caleb Williams as one &ndAdam Blair as another. 
But the exceptions are not more than enough to prove 
the rule. But in following human nature he must 
remember that he does so with a pen in his hand, and 
that the reader who will appreciate human nature will 
also demand artistic ability and literary aptitude. 

The young novelist will probably ask, or more prob- 
ably bethink himself how he is to acquire that knowl- 
edge of human nature which will tell him with accuracy 
what men and women would say in this or that posi- 
tion, lie must acquire it as the compositor, who is to 
print his words, has learned the art of distributing his 
type by constant and intelligent practice. Unless it 
be given to him to listen and to observe, so to carry 
away, as it were, the manners of people in his memory, 
as to be able to nay to himself with avssurance that these 
words might have been said in a given position, and 
that those other words could not have been said, I 
do not think that in these days he can succeed as a 
novelist. 

And then let him beware of creating tedium ! Who 
has not felt the charm of a spoken story up to a cer- 
tain point, and then suddenly become aware that it has 
become 1 too long and is the reverse of charming. It is 
not only that the entire l>ook may have this fault, but 
that this fault may occur in chapters, in passages, in 
pages, in paragraphs. I know no guard against this so 
likely to be effective as the feeling of the writer him- 
self/ When once the sense that the thing* is becoming 
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long has grown upon him, he may he sure that it will 
grow upon his readers. I see the smile of sonic who 
will declare to themselves that the words of a writer 
will never he tedious to himself. Of the writer of 
whom this may be truly said, it may he said with equal 
truth that he will always be tedious to his readers. 



CHAPTER XIII 

ON ENdU.SU NOVELISTS OF THE PRESENT DAY 

IN this chapter I will venture to name a few successful 
novelists of my own time, with whose works I am 
acquainted; and will endeavour to point whence their 
success has come, and why they have failed when there 
has been failure. 

I do not hesitate to name Thackeray the first. His 
knowledge of human nature was supreme, and his 
characters stand out as human beings, with a force and 
a truth which has not, I think, been within the reach 
of any other English novelist in any period. I know 
no character in fiction, unless it be Don Quixote, with 
whom the reader becomes so intimately acquainted as 
with Colonel Newcombe. I low great a thing it is to be 
a gentleman at all parts! How we admire the man of 
whom so much may be said with truth ! Is there any 
one of whom we feel more sure in this respect than of 
Colonel Neweombe? It is not because Colonel New- 
combe is a perfect gentleman that we think Thack- 
eray's work to have been so excellent, but because 
he has had the power to describe him as such, and to 
force us to love him, a weak and silly old man, on 
account of this grace of character. 

It is evident from all Thackeray's best work that he 
lived with the characters he was creating. He had 
always a story to tell until quite late iu life; and he 

an 
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shows us that this was so, wit by the interest which he 
had in his own plots, for I doubt whether his plots 
did occupy much of his mint!, but by convincing us 
that his characters were alive in himself. With Iveeky 
Sharpe, with Lady Castlewood and her daughter, and 
with Esmond, with Warrinj'ton, IVndrnnis, and the 
Major, with Colonel Neweowhe, ami with Harry Lyn- 
don, he must have lived in perpetual intercourse. There- 
fore he has made these personages real ft* us, 

Among all our novelists his .style is the purest, as to 
my ear it is also the most, harmonious, Sometimes it 
is disfigured by a slight touch of alienation, by little 
conceits which smell of the oil; but the language is 
always lucid. The reader, without labour, knows what 
he means, and knows all that he weans, As well us I 
can remember, he deals with no epi*.uiles. I think that 
any critic, examining his work iiiiuutrly. would find 
that every scene, and every part of every .scene, adds 
something 1 to the clearness \vith which thr \tory is tokl 
Among" all his stories there is not OIH- which tines not 
leave on the mind a feeling of ili-jivss ib.it women 
should ever be immodest or men tltshfinr-.t, ;ttul nf joy 
that women should he so devoted ;ml men M> honest. 
How we hate the idle selfishness of lVn<lennis the 
worldliness of Beatrix* the craft of Hreky Sh;srpel 
how we love the honesty of C olonr! Krweoinbe, the 
nobility of Ksmotui, and tlie <lev*teil attectitnt of Mrs. 
Pendennis ! The hatred of evil ;m<! IO\T it ^tnul can 
hardly have come upon so m.itiy reatlers iviilmut dcing 
much good, 

Late in Thackeray's life,- -lie never wan an old niati, 
but towards the end of hi* eareer, he f/utn! in hin 
power of charming, beeatise lit* .illmvof hi-, niinil to 
u' idle, In the plots which he ctuuvivet!. and ill 
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the language which he used, I do not know that there 
is any perceptible change ; but in The Virginians and in 
Philip the reader is introduced to no character with 
which he makes a close and undying- acquaintance. 
And this, I have no doubt, is so because Thackeray him- 
self had no such intimacy. His mind had come to be 
weary of that fictitious life which is always demanding 
the labour of new creation, and he troubled himself 
with his two Virginians and his Philip only when he 
was sealed at his desk. 

At the present moment George Eliot is the first of 
English novelists, and I am disposed to place her second 
of those of my time. She is best known to the literary 
world as a writer of prose fiction, and not improbably 
whatever of permanent fame she may acquire will come 
from her novels. But the nature of her intellect is very 
far removed indeed from that which is common to the 
tellers of stories. Her imagination is no doubt strong, 
but it acts in analysing rather than in creating. Every- 
thing that comes before her is pulled to pieces so that 
the inside of it shall be seen, and be seen if possible by 
her readers as clearly as by herself. This searching 
analysis is carried so far that, in studying her latter 
writings, one feels oneself to be in company with some 
philosopher rather than with a novelist. I doubt whether 
any young person can read with pleasure either Felix 
//<;//, ktuldlf march, or Daniel Dcronda. 1 know that 
they are very difficult to many that are not young. 

Her personifications of character have been singu- 
larly terse and graphic, and from them has come her 
great hold on the public, though by no means the 
greatest effect which she has prcxluced. The lessons 
which she teaches remain, though it is not for the sake 
of the lessons that her pages are read. Seth Bede, 
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Adam Bede, Maggie and Tom TuIIivcr, old Silas 
Marner, and, much above all, Tito, in Romola, are 
characters which, when once known, can never he for- 
gotten. I cannot say quite so much for any of those in 
her later works, heeause in them the philosopher so 
greatly overtops the portrait painter, that, in the dis- 
section of the mind, the outward signs seem to have 
been forgotten. In her, as yet, there is no symptom 
whatever of that weariness of mind which* when felt 
by the reader, induces him to declare that the author 
has written himself out. It is not from decadence that 
we do not have another Mrs, Poyser, but because the 
author soars to things which seem to her to be higher 
than Mrs. Poyscr. 

It is, I think* the. defect of George Kliot that she 
struggles too hard to do work that shall be excellent. 
She lacks ease. Latterly the signs of tins have been 
conspicuous in her style, which has always been and is 
singularly correct, but which has become occasionally 
obscure from her too great desire to lie pungent. It 
is impossible not to feel the struggle, awl that feeling 
begets a flavour of affectation. In AmiW /Vn*w/ci, of 
which at this moment only a portion has been pub- 
lished, there are sentences which I have found myself 
compelled to read three times ho fore f have been able 
to take home to myself nil that the writer ban intended. 
Perhaps I may be permitted here to say, that this gifted 
woman was among my clearest and most intimate 
friends. As I am speaking here of novelists, 1 will not 
attempt to speak of George Kliot's merit as ;i poet 

There can be no doubt that the most popular novelist 
of my timeprobably tin* most popular Kugllsh novelist 
of any time has been Chariest Diekrns, He has now 
been dead nearly six ycars ami the ilc o his books 
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goes cm^as it did during n ; s ijf c . The certa}nty witli 
which his novels are found in every housethe famil- 
iarity of his name in all Knglish-spcaking countries 
the popularity of surh characters as Mrs. Gamp, 
Micawber, and Pecksniff, and many others whose names 
have entered into the Knglish language and become 
well-known words the grief of the country at his 
death, and the honours paid to him at his funeral all 
testify to his popularity. Since the last hook he wrote 
himself, 1 dmibt whether any hook has been so popular 
as his hiography by John For.ster. There is no with- 
standing such testimony as this. Such evidence of 
popular appreciation should go for very much, almost 
for everything, in criticism on the work of a novelist 
The primary object of a novelist is to please; and this 
man's novels have been found more pleasant than those 
of any other writer. It might of course be objected to 
this, that though the houks have pleased they have 
been injurious, thai their tendency has been immoral 
and their teaching vicious but it is almost needless to 
my that no Mich charge has ever been made against 
Dickens. His teaching has ever been good. From all 
which, there arises to the critic a question whether, 
with Mich evidence tt.;,titi s 4 him as to the excellence of 
this writer, he should nut MiUtnliuate his own opinion 
to the collected opinion of the \vrld of readers. To 
me it almost M-CUIS that I must be wrong to place 
Dickens after TIueKci';iy and (ieorge Kliot, knowing 
as 1 clo that i fimtt a majority put him above those 
authors. 

My mvn peculiar idiosyncrasy in the matter forbids 
iw* to do so, 1 ilu arliiiiivlrtigi* that Mrs, (Jarnp, 
Micawltcr, tVrkvftiif', am! of hep* have become house- 
hold words in rvrry Jinur.r, ;ts though they were human 
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beings; but to my judgment they are not human beings, 
nor arc any o the characters human which Dickens 
has portrayed. It has been the peculiarity and the 
marvel of this man's power, that lie has invested his 
puppets with a charm thai lias enabled him to dispense 
with human nature. There is a drollery about them, 
in my estimation, very much below the humour of 
Thackeray, but which lias reached the intellect of all; 
while Thackeray's humour has escaped the intellect of 
many. Nor Is the pathos of Dickens human. It is 
stagey and melodramatic. But it is so expressed that it 
touches every heart a little. There is no real life in 
Smike. His misery, his idiotey, his devotion fur Nich- 
olas, his love for Kate, are all overdone and incom- 
patible with each other. Hut still the reader sheds a 
tear. Every reader can find a tear for Snnke. Dickcns's 
novels are like BoucieaultV* plays. He has known how 
to draw his lines broadly, so that all should nee the 
colour. 

He, too, in his best days, always lived with his char- 
acters; -and he, too, as he gradually ceased to have 
the power of doing so, ceased to charm. Though they 
are not human beings, we all remember Mrs. Gamp 
and Pickwick. The Boffins and Veneering?* do not, I 
think, dwell in the minds of so many, 

Of Dickens's style it is impossible to speak in praise, 
It is jerky, ungrammatical, and created by himself in 
defiance of rules almost an completely as that created 
by Carlyle. To readers who have taught themselves to 
regard language, it must therefore be* unpleajtant. But 
the critic is driven to feel the wtttkueM of his criticism, 
when he acknowledge* to himself an lie h compelled 
in all honesty to dothat with the language, such as it 
is, the writer has jmtisftet! the great ma** of the readers 
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of his country. Both these great writers have satisfied 
the readers of their own pages; but both have done 
infinite harm by creating a school of imitators. No 
young novelist should ever dare to imitate the style of 
Dickens. I f such a one wants a model for his language, 
let him take Thackeray. 

Hulwer, or Lord Lytton, but 1 think that he is still 
better known by his earlier name, was a man of very 
great parts. Better educated than either of those I 
have named before him, lie was always able to use his 
erudition, and he thus produced novels from which very 
much not only may be but must be learned by his 
readers. He thoroughly understood the political status 
of his own country, a .subject on which, I think, Dickens 
was marvellously ignorant, and which Thackeray had 
never studied, lie had read extensively, and was always 
apt to give his readers the benefit of what he knew. 
The result has been that very much more than amuse- 
ment may be obtained from Hulwer's novels. There is 
also a brightness about themthe result rather of 
thought than of imagination, of study and of care, than 
of mere intellect which ban made many of them excel- 
lent in their way. It is perhaps improper to class all 
his novels together, as he wrote in varied manners, 
making in his earlier works, such as /V//im and Ernest 
Mrtltrm't*rx t picture** of a ftetitious life, and afterwards 
pictures of life as be believed it to bis as in My Novel 
and The (**i,vf *,*. Hut from all of them there comes 
the s;um* flavour of an effort to produce effect. The 
effects art* protluwl, but it would have been better if 
the flavour h*ul not been t Herts 

I etuinot say of Hiilwer JIH I have of the other 
tiovelists whom I have lumtec! that he lived with his 
charuetcrM. He lived with bin work, with the doctrines 



AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

which at the lime he wished to preach, thinking always 
of the effects which he wished to produce; hut 1 do 
not think he ever knew his own personages, -and there- 
fore neither do we know them. I wen Pelham and 
Eugene Aram are not human being's to us, as are Pick- 
wick, and Colonel Newcombe, and Mrs, Poyser. 

In his plots Ihilwer has generally been simple, facile, 
and successful The reader never feels with him, as 
he does with Wilkic Collins, that it is all plot, or, as 
with George Eliot, that there is no plot. The story 
comes naturally without calling for too much attention, 
and is thus proof of the completeness of the man's intel- 
lect. His language is clear, good, intelligible Knglish, 
but it is defaced by mannerism, in all that he did, 
affectation was his fault. 

How shall I speak of my dear old friend Charles 
Lever, and his rattling, jolly, joyous swearing Irish- 
men. Surely never did a sense of vitality mute so con- 
stantly from a man's pen, nor from man's voice, as 
from his! " I knew him well for many yi-ar.s, and whether 
in sickness or in health, I have never eonu* across him 
without finding him to be running ovrr with wit and 
fun. Of all the men I have encountered, he was the 
surest fund of drollery, I have known many witty 
men, many who could say good things, many who 
would sometimes be ready to nay them when wanted, 
though they would sometimes fail;- but be never failed. 
Rouse him in the middle of the night, and wit would 
come from him lie fore be was half awake. And yet lie 
never monopolised the talk, was never a bore, lie 
would take no more than his own share of the words 
spoken, and would yet seem to brighten all that was 
said during the night. Hiu earlier novels llir later t 
have not read are just like hir> conversation. The 
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.ever flags, and to me, when I read them, they 
never tedious. As to character he can hardly be 
:> have produced it. Corney Delaney, the old man- 
it, may perhaps he named as an exception. 
rer\s novels will not live long, even if they may 
id to be alive now, because it is so. What was 
tanner of working I do not know, but I should 
it must have been very quick, and that he never 
led himself on the subject, except when he was 
1 with a pen in his hand. f 

:irlc)tte Bronte was surely a marvellous woman. If 
ild he right to judge the work of a novelist from 
mall portion of one novel, and to say of an author 
he is to he accounted as strong as he shows him- 

he in his strongest morsel of work, I should be 
iccl to put Miss Bronte very high indeed. I know 
U'test more thrilling than that which she has been 
to throw into the characters of Rochester and the 
rness, in the second volume of Jane Eyre. She 

with those characters, and felt every fibre of the 
, the longings of the one and the sufferings of 
>thtT. And therefore, though the end of the book 
ak, and the beginning not very good, I venture to 
let that Jane liyre will be read among English 
Is when many whose names are now better known 

have been forgotten. Jane llyre, and Esmond, and 
7t /?*'</<* will In* in the hands of our grandchildren, 

1 l*ickwick> and /V//tam, and Harry Lorrequer are 
:*tten; because* the men and women depicted are 
;m in their aspirations, human in their sympathies, 
human in their actions. 

I'illt'tli', too. and in Shirley, there is to be found 
an life as natural and as real, though in circum- 
ee* nut HI* full of interest as those told in Jane 
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Eyre. The character of Paul in the former of the, two 
is a wonderful study. She must herself have been in 
love with some Paul when she wrote the book, and 
have been determined to prove to herself that she was 
capable of loving one whose exterior circumstances 
were mean and in every way unprepossessing. 

There is no writer of the present day who has so 
much puzzled me by his eccentricities, impracticabili- 
ties, and capabilities as Charles Reude. I look upon him 
as endowed almost with genius, but as one who has not 
been gifted by nature with ordinary powers of reason- 
ing. He can see what is grandly noble and admire it 
with all his heart. He can sec, too, what is foully 
vicious and hate it with equal ardour. But in the com- 
mon affairs of life he cannot sec what is right or wrong; 
and as he is altogether unwilling to he guided by the 
opinion of others, he is constantly making mistakes in 
his literary career, and subjecting himself to reproach 
which he hardly deserves. He means to IK* honest, lie 
means to be especially honest, more honest titan other 
people. He has written a book called Y7i* Eighth Com- 
nuinthncnt on behalf of honesty in literary transactions, 
a wonderful work, which has 1 believe been read by 
a very few. I never saw a copy except that in my own 
library, or heard of any one who knew the book. 
Nevertheless it is a volume that must have taken very 
great labour, and have been written.- --as indeed he de- 
clares that it was written,- without the hope of pecun- 
iary reward. He makes an sippenl to the British 
Parliament and British people cm behalf of literary 
honesty, declaring that shmtld he fail-*' I shall have 
to go on blushing for the people I watt l*or among." 
And yet of all the writers of my day lie las Deemed to 
me to understand literary honesty the leant On one 



ON ENGLISH NOVELISTS OF THE PRESENT DAY 221 

occasion, as lie tells us in this book, he bought for a 
certain sum from a French author the right of using 
a plot taken from a play, which he probably might have 
used without such purchase, and also without infringing 
any international copyright act. The French author not 
unnaturally praises him for the transaction, telling him 
that he is " un vrai gentleman." The plot was used 
by Reade in a novel; and a critic discovering the 
adaptation, made known his discovery to the public. 
Whereupon the novelist became angry, called his critic 
a pseiukmynmnele, and defended himself by stating the 
fact of his own purchase. In all this he seems to me 
to ignore what we all mean when we talk of literary 
plagiarism and literary honesty. The sin of which the 
author is accused is not that of taking another man's 
property, but of passing off as his own creation that 
which he does not himself create. When an author 
puts his name to a book he claims to have written all 
that there is therein, unless he makes direct significa- 
tion to the contrary. Some years subsequently there 
arose another similar question, in which Mr. Reaclc's 
opinion was declared even more plainly, and certainly 
very much more publicly. In a talc which he wrote he 
inserted a dialogue which he took from Swift, and took 
without any acknowledgment. As might have been 
expected, one of the critics of the day fell foul of him 
for this barefaced plagiarism. The author, however, 
defended himself, with much abuse of the critic, by 
assorting* that whereas Swift had found the jewel he 
had supplied the setting; an argument in which there 
was some little wit, and would have been much excel- 
lent truth, had he given the words as belonging to Swift 
and not to himself. 
The novels of a man possessed of so singular a mind 
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must themselves be very strange, and they are strange. 
It has generally been his object to write down some 
abuse with which he has been particularly struck, 
the harshness, for instance, with which paupers or 
lunatics are treated, or the wickedness of certain classes, 
and he always, I think, leaves upon his readers an 
idea of great earnestness of purpose. But he has always 
left at the same time on my mind so strong a convic- 
tion that he has not really understood his subject, that 
I have ever found myself taking the part of those whom 
he has accused. So good a heart, and so wrong a head, 
surely no novelist ever before had combined ! In story- 
telling he has occasionally been almost great. Among 
his novels I would especially recommend The Cloister 
and the Hearth. I do not know that in this work, or 
in any, that he has left a character that will remain; 
but he has written some of his scenes so brightly that 
to read them would always be a pleasure. 

Of Wilkie Collins it is impossible for a true critic 
not to speak with admiration, because he has excelled 
all his contemporaries in a certain most difficult branch 
of his art; but as it is a branch which I have not myself 
at all cultivated, it is not unnatural that his work should 
be very much lost upon me individually. When I sit 
down to write a novel I do not at all know, and I do not 
very much care, how it is to end. Wilkie Collins seems 
so to construct his that he not only, before writing, plans 
everything on, down to the minutest detail, from the 
beginning to the end; but then plots it all back again, 
to see that there is no piece of necessary dove-tailing 
which does not dove-tail with absolute accuracy. The 
construction is most minute and most wonderful. But 
I can never lose the taste of the construction. The 
author seems always to be warning me to remember 
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that something happened at exactly half-past two 
o'clock on Tuesday morning; or that a woman dis- 
appeared fnuu Hie road j ust fifteen yards beyond the 
fourth mile stone. One is constrained hy mysteries and 
hemmed in hy difficulties, knowing, however, that the 
wysii-rics will he made clear, and the difficulties over- 
come at the end of fhe third volume. Such work gives 
me nn pleasure, I am, however, quite prepared to 
acknowledge that the want of pleasure comes from 
fault of my intellect. 

There are two ladies of whom I would fain say a 
word, though 1 feel that I am making my list too long, 
in order that 1 may declare how much 1 have admired 
their work. They an* Annie Thackeray and Rhocla 
Bruut'jttnn, I h.ue known them both, and have loved 
the former alwn-.t as though .she hchmged to me. No 
two wilier* wr!' ever more dissimilar, except in this 
that they aiv both feminine. Miss Thackeray's char- 
acter-, are -.wri'i, rhunuiug, ;nul quite true to human 
nature, hi her wriiwjjs she is always endeavouring 
to pi'uve that i\m.it\ prnihu'e-, good, and evil evil. There 
is u< it a Jim' of ivhit'h Nhr tur<l he ashamed, not a 
.sentiment oi \\liich .-.he %huttld not he j>roiuL But she 
wrslo* liKe .' l^y \vtitfr who dislikes her work, and 
who allow-, her *nvu want of energy to show itself in 
her |;IK"., 

Mi-.s Itruitrjifiiii, mi the other Itand, is full of energy, 
tlini|*!i '-.fir too, 1 think, can become tired over her 
\voiU, Slti% h%vrvt'r, iloes take the trouble to make 
her jiri"*tii4g<". '4, mil itfnsght on the ground. And she 
Iia* fli" |*i 1 1 M! ns.ilaiii* them sje;ik as men and women 
ilt s|r;tK, ** Vnn br,r-t ! " .sit it! Xaney, sitting on the 
wall, ti thic linn \v!to \\;s to be her husband,- think- 
ing ili.it Mi*- w,r* ".|r,iLjsi|t in her brother. Now Nancy, 
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whctlicr right or wrong, was just the girl who would, 
as circumstances then were, have called her brother 
a beast. There is nothing 1 wooden, about any of Miss 
Broughton's novels; and in these days so many novels 
arc wooden! But they are not sweet -savoured as 
are those by Miss Thackeray, and arc, therefore, less 
true to nature. .In Miss Broughton's determination not 
to be mawkish and missish, she has made her ladies 
do and say things which ladies would not do and say, 
They throw themselves at men's heads, and when they 
are not accepted only think how they may throw them- 
selves again. Miss Broughton is still so young that 
I hope she may live to overcome her fault in this 
direction. 

There is one other name, without which the lint 
of the best known Knglish novelists of my own time 
would certainly be incomplete, and that is the name of 
the present Prime Minister of Kngland. Kir. Disraeli 
has written .so many novels, and has been so popular 
as a novelist that, whether for got id or for ill, I feel 
myself compelled to speak of him. lie began his 
career as an author early in litV, publishing I'ivian 
Grey when he was twenty three years old, lit* was 
very young for such work, though hardly young 1 enough 
to justify the excuse that lie* makes in his own preface, 
that it is a book written by a Itoy. Diekens was, I 
think, younger when he wrote Inn .S*Av/t7i'jr by ftos, 
and as young when he wan writing the Wckwick 
Papers. It was hardly longer ago than the other day 
when Mr, Disraeli brought out /.nilinir, and between 
the two there were eight cir ten others. To me they 
have all had the same flavour of paint and unreality. 
In whatever he has written In* has affected something 
which has been intended to atrike his readers as imcom* 
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men and therefore grand. Because he has been bright 
and a man of genius, he has carried his object as 
regards the young. He has struck them with astonish- 
ment and aroused in their imagination ideas of a world 
more glorious, more rich, more witty, more enterpris- 
ing, than their own. But the glory has been the glory 
of pasteboard, and the wealth has been a wealth of 
tinsel. The wit has been the wit of hairdressers, 
and the enterprise has been the enterprise of mounte- 
banks. An audacious conjurer has generally been his 
hero, some youth who, by wonderful cleverness, can 
obtain success by every intrigue that comes to his 
hand. Through it all there is a feeling of stage proper- 
ties, a smell of hair-oil, an aspect of buhl, a remembrance 
of tailors, and that pricking of the conscience which 
must be the general accompaniment of paste diamonds. 
I can understand that Mr. Disraeli should by his novels 
have instigated many a young man and many a young 
xvmnan on their way in life, but I cannot understand 
that ho should have instigated any one to good. Vivian 
Grey has had probably as many followers as" Jack 
Sheppard, and lias led his followers in the same 
direction. 

l.tithtrir, which is as yet Mr. Disraeli's last work, 
and, t thtnk, undoubtedly his worst, has been defended 
on u plea somewhat similar to that by which he has 
defended Vivian Grey. As that was written when he 
was too young, so was the other when he was too 
old, too* old for work of that nature, though not 
too old to bo Prime Minister. If his mind were so 
occupied with greater things as to allow him to write 
such a work, yet his judgment should have sufficed 
to induce WIN t> destroy it when written. Here that 
flavour of hair -oil, that flavour of false jewels, that 
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remembrance of tailors, comes out stronger than in 
all the others. Lothair is falser even than Vivian 
Grey, and Lady Corisande, the daughter of the Duchess, 
more inane and tmvvomanlike than Venetia, or Henri- 
etta Temple. It is the very bathos of story-telling. 
I have often lamented, and have as often excused to 
myself, that lack of public judgment which enables 
readers to put up with bad work because it comes 
from good or from lofty hands. I never felt the feeling 
so strongly, or was so little able to excuse it, as when 
a portion of the reading public received Loihair with 
satisfaction. 



CHAPTER XIV 

ON CRITICISM 1 

LITKRAKY criticism in the present day has become a 
profession, but it has ceased to be an art. Its object 
is no longer that of proving that certain literary work 
is good and other literary work is bad, in accordance 
with rules which the critic is able to define. English 
criticism at present rarely even pretends to go so far 
as this. It attempts, in the first place, to tell the public 
whether a hook he or be not worth public attention; 
and, in the .second place, so to describe the purport 
of the work as to enable those who have not time or 
inclination for reading it to feel that by a short cut 
they can become, acquainted with its contents. Both 
these objects, if fairly well carried out, are salutary. 
Though the critic may not be a profound judge himself; 
though not unfrcquently he he a young man making 1 
his first literary attempts with tastes and judgment 
still unfixed, yet he probaWy ban a conscience in the 
matter, and would not have been selected for that 
work had he not shown some aptitude for it. Though 
he may he nt the best possible guide to the umlis- 
cerning. he will le belter than no guide at all. Real 
ttuhstantial criticism must, from its nature, be costly, 
and that which the public %% 4 ;iitts should at any rate 
he cheap, Advice is |*ivni to many thousumls, which, 
though it way nut hr the hesi advice possible, is better 
than ni> advice at all, Thru that description of the 
work eTtiii'tM'tl, that cowjircsNing cif the much into 
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very little, which is the work of many modern critics 
or reviewers, -does enable many to know something 
of what is being: said, who without it would know 
nothing. 

I do not think it is incumbent on me at present 
to name periodicals in which this work is well done, 
and to make complaints of others by which it is 
scamped, I should give offence, and might probably 
be unjust. But I think I may certainly say that, as 
some of these periodicals are certainly entitled to great 
praise for the manner in which the work is done 
generally, so are others open to very severe censure, 
and that the praise and that the censure are chiefly 
due on behalf of one virtue and its opposite vice. It 
is not critical ability that we have a right to demand, 
or its absence that we are bound to deplore. Critical 
ability for the price we pay is not attainable. It is 
a faculty not peculiar to Knglishiwn, ami when dis- 
played is very frequently not appreciated. But that 
critics should be honest we have a right to demand, 
and critical dishonesty we are hound to expose. If the 
writer will tell us what he thinks, though his thoughts 
be absolutely vague and useless, we can forgive him; 
but when he tolls us what he does not think, actuated 
either by friendship or by animosity, then there should 
be no pardon for him. This is the sin in modern 
English criticism of which there is most reason to 
complain. 

It is a lamentable fact that men and women lend 
themselves to thin practice who arc neither vindictive 
nor ordinarily dishonest. It has hmnw * f the custom 
of the trade, 11 tinder the veil nf which t*xcus so many 
tradesmen justify their malpractice**! When a .strug- 
gling author leanus that so much ha* hccn dune for 
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A by the Barsetshire Gazette, so much for B by the 
Dillsbonnitfh Herald, and, again, so much for C by 
that powerful metropolitan organ the Evening Pulpit, 
and is told also that A and B and have been favoured 
through personal interest, he also goes to work among 
the editors, or the editors' wives, or perhaps, if he 
cannot reach their wives, with their wives' first or 
second cousins. When once the feeling has come upon 
an editor or a critic that he may allow himself to be 
influenced by other considerations than the duty he 
owes to the public, all sense of critical or of editorial 
honesty falls from him at once. l*acilis descensus 
ATenil. In a very short time that editorial honesty 
becomes ridiculous to himself. It is for other purpose 
that he wields the power; and when he is told what 
is his duty, and what should be his conduct, the 
preacher of such doctrine seems to him to be quixotic. 
" Where have you lived, my friend, for the last twenty 
years," lu* says in spirit* if not in word, "that you 
ome out now with such stuff as old-fashioned as 
his? 11 And thus dishonesty begets dishonesty, till 
lishonesty seems to he beautiful, How nice to be 
good-natured! How glorious to assist struggling 
young author*, especially if the young author be also 
a pretty woman ! l!ow gnieiouH to oblige a friend! 
Then thr motive, though still pleasing, departs further 
from the- Urnler of what is good. In what way can 
the critic hetter repay flit* hospitality of his wealthy 
literary frieiul than hy good-natured criticism, or 
more certainly ensure for him.NcIf a continuation of 
hospituhic* favours ? 

Some year** MINT a rrtttc of the day, a gentleman well 
known then lit literary circles showed nu* the manu- 
f a l*ok twritth" jwlilbhed.~*-lhe work of a 
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popular author. It was handsomely bound, and was a 
valuable and desirable possession. It had just been 
given to him by the author as an acknowledgment for 
a laudatory review in one of the leading journals of 
the (lay. As I was expressly asked whether I did not 
regard such a token as a sign of grace both in the 
giver and in the receiver, I said that I thought it 
should neither have been given nor have been taken. 
My theory was repudiated with scorn, and I was told 
that I was strait-laced, visionary, and impracticable! 
In all that the damage did not lie in the fact of that 
one present, but in the feeling on the part of the critic 
that his office was not debased by the acceptance of 
presents from those whom he criticised. This man 
was a professional critic, bound by his contract with 
certain employers to review such books as were sent 
to him. I low could he, when he had received a 
valuable present for praising one hook* censure another 
by the same author? 

While I write this I well know that what I say, 
if it be ever noticed at all, will be taken as a straining 
at gnats, as a pretence of honesty, or at any rate as 
an exaggeration of scruples. I have said the same 
thing before, and have been ridiculed for saying it. 
But none the less am I sun* that Knglish literature 
generally is suffering much under this evil. All those 
who are struggling for sueeess have forced upon them 
the idea that their strongest efforts should he made in 
touting for praise. Those who arc nut familiar with 
the lives of authors will hardly believe, how low will 
be the forms which their struggles will take; how 
little presents will be sent to men who write little 
articles; how much flattery may be expended even 
on the keeper of a circulating library; with what pro- 
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fuse and distant genuflexions approaches are made to 
the outside, railing of the temple which contains within 
it the great: tlmnderer of some metropolitan periodical 
publication! The evil here is not only that done to 
the public when interested counsel is given to them, 
hut extends to the debasement of those who have at 
any rate considered themselves fit to provide literature 
for the public. 

I am satisfied that the remedy for this evil must lie 
in the conscience and deportment of authors them- 
selves. If once the feeling could be produced that it 
is disgraceful for an author to ask for praise,- and 
demands for praise arc, I think, disgraceful in every 

walk of life,- -the practice would gradually fall into 

the hands only of the lowest, and that which is clone 
only by the lowest soon becomes despicable even to 
them. The* sin, when perpetuated with unflagging 
labour, brings with it at best very poor reward. That 
work of running after critics, editors, publishers, the 
keepers of circulating libraries, and their clerks, is 
very hard, and must be very disagreeable, lie who 
docs it must feel himself to be dishonoured, or she. 
It may perhaps help to sell an edition, but can never 
make an author successful. 

I think it may bo laid down as a golden rule in 
literature that there should be no intercourse at all 
between an author and his critic. The critic, as critic, 
should not know his author, nor the author, as author, 
his critic. As censure should beget no anger, so should 
praise beget tit* gratitude. The young author should 
feel that ml id, SMS fall ujxm him as dew or hail from 
lira veil,- whirls, as coming from heaven, man accepts 
as fatt. I'raiso lot tho author try to obtain by whole- 
some rfTurt ; eoiiMire lot him avnid, if possible, by care 
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and industry. But when they come, let him take them 
as coming from some source which he cannot influence, 
and with which he should not meddle. 

I know no more disagreeable trouble into which 
an author may plunge himself than of a quarrel with 
his critics, or any more useless labour than that of 
answering them. It is wise to presume, at any rate, 
that the reviewer has simply done his duty, and has 
spoken of the book according to the dictates of his 
conscience. Nothing can be gained by combating 1 the 
reviewer's opinion. If the book which he has dis- 
paraged be good, his judgment will be condemned by 
the praise of others; if bad, his judgment will be 
confirmed by others. Or if, unfortunately, the crit- 
icism of the clay be in so evil a condition generally 
that such ultimate truth cannot be expected, the author 
may be sure that his efforts made on behalf of his own 
book will not set matters right, If injustice be done 
him, let him bear it. To do so is consonant with the 
dignity of the position which he ought to assume. To 
shriek, and scream, and sputter, to threaten actions, 
and to swear about the town that hi* has been belied 
and defamed in that he has been accused of bad 
grammar or a false metaphor, of a dull chapter, or even 
of a borrowed heroine, will leave on the minds of the 
public nothing but a sense of irritated impotence. 

If, indeed, there should spring from an author's 
work any assertion by a critic injurious to the author's 
honour, if the author be accused of falsehood or of 
personal motives which are discreditable to him, then, 
indeed, he may be bound to answer the charge, It is 
hoped, however, that he may he able* to do so with 
clean hands, or he will so stir the mud in the pool as 
to come forth dirtier than he went into U* 
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I have lived much among men by whom the English 
criticism of the day has been vehemently abused. I 
have heard it said that to the public it is a false guide, 
and that to authors it is never a trustworthy Mentor. 
I do not concur in this wholesale censure. There is, 
of course, criticism and criticism. There are at this 
moment one or two periodicals to which both public 
and authors may safely look for guidance, though there 
arc many others from which no spark of literary 
advantage may be obtained. But it is well that both 
public and authors should know what is the advantage 
which they have a right to expect. There have been 
critics, -and there probably will be again, though the 
circumstances of English literature do not tend to pro- 
duce them, with power sufficient to entitle them to 
speak with authority. These great men have declared, 
tanquam c.v cathedra, that such a book has been so far 
good and so far bad, or that it has been altogether 
good or altogether bad; and the world has believed 
them. When making such assertions they have given 
their reasons, explained their causes, and have carried 
conviction. Very great reputations have been achieved 
by such critics, but not without infinite study and the 
labour of many years. 

Such are not the critics of the day, of whom we 
are now speaking. In the literary world as it lives at 
present some writer is selected for the place of critic 
to a newspaper, generally some young writer, who for 
so many shillings a column shall review whatever book 
is sent to him and express an opinion, reading the 
book through for the purpose, if the amount of hon- 
orarium as measured with the amount of labour will 
enable him to do so. A labourer must measure his 
work by his pay or lie cannot live. From criticism 
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such as this must for the most part be, the general 
reader has no right to expect philosophical analysis, 
or literary judgment on which confidence may be 
placed. But he probably may believe that the books 
praised will be better than the books censured, and that 
those which are praised by periodicals which never 
censure are better worth his attention than those which 
are not noticed. And readers will also find that by 
devoting an hour or two on Saturday to the criticisms 
of the week, they will enable themselves to have an 
opinion about the books of the day. The knowledge 
so acquired will not be great, nor will that little be 
lasting; but it adds something to the pleasure of life 
to be able to talk on subjects of which others are 
speaking ; and the man who has sedulously gone 
through the literary notices in the Spectator and the 
Saturday may perhaps be justified in thinking himself as 
well able to talk about the new book as his friend who 
has bought that new book on the tapis., and who, not im- 
probably, obtained his information from the same source. 
As an author, I have paid careful attention to the 
reviews which have been written on my own work; 
'and I think that now I well know where I may look 
for a little instruction, where I may expect only greasy 
adulation, where I shall be cut up into mince-meat for 
the delight of those who love sharp invective, and 
where I shall find an equal mixture of praise and 
censure so adjusted, without much judgment, as to 
exhibit the impartiality of the newspaper and its staff. 
Among it all there is much chaff, which I have learned 
how to throw to the winds, with equal disregard 
whether it praises or blames ; but I have also found 
some corn, on which I have fed and nourished myself, 
and for which I have been thankful. 



CHAPTER XV 

"THE LAST CHRONICLE OF BARSET " LEAVING THE 
POST OFFICE "ST. PAUL'S MAGAZINE " 

I WILL now go back to the year 1867, in which I was 
still living at Waltham Cross. I had some time since 
bought the house there which I had at first hired, and 
added rooms to it, and made it for our purposes very 
comfortable. It was, however, a rickety old place, 
requiring much repair, and occasionally not as weather- 
tight as it should be. We had a domain there sufficient 
for the cows, and for the making of our butter and 
hay. For strawberries, asparagus, green peas, out-of- 
door peaches, for roses especially, and such everyday 
luxuries, no place was ever more excellent. It was 
only twelve miles from London, and admitted there- 
fore of frequent intercourse with the metropolis. It 
was also near enough to the Roothing country for 
hunting purposes. No doubt the Shoreditch Station, 
by which it had to be reached, had its drawbacks. My 
average distance also to the Essex meets was twenty 
miles. But the place combined as much or more than 
I had a right to expect. It was within my own postal 
district, and had, upon the whole, been well chosen. 

The work that I did during the twelve years that I 
remained, there*, from 1859 to 1871, was certainly very 
great, I feel confident that in amount no other writer 
contributed so much during that time to English liter- 
ature. Over and above my novels, I wrote political 
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articles, critical, social, and sporting articles, for peri- 
odicals, without number. I did the work of a surveyor 
of the General Post Office, and so did it as to give 
the authorities of the department no slightest pretext 
for fault-finding. I hunted always at least twice a 
week. I was frequent in the whist-room at the Garrick. 
I lived much in society in London, and was made 
happy by the presence of many friends at Waltham 
Cross. In addition to this we always spent six weeks 
at least out of England. Few men, I think, ever lived 
a fuller life. And I attribute the power of doing this 
altogether to the virtue of early hours. It was my 
practice to be at my table every morning at 5.30 A. M. ; 
and it was also my practice to allow myself no mercy. 
An old groom, whose business it was to call me, and 
to whom I paid 5 a year extra for the duty, allowed 
himself no mercy. During all those years at Waltham 
Cross he was never once late with the coffee which it 
was his duty to bring me. I do not know that I ought 
not to feel that I owe more to him than to any one 
else for the success I have had. By beginning at that 
hour I could complete my literary work before I dressed 
for breakfast. 

All those I think who have lived as literary men, 
working daily as literary labourers, will agree ^ith 
me that three hours a day will produce as much as a 
man ought to write. But then he should so have 
trained himself that he shall be able to work contin- 
uously during those three hours,- so have tutored his 
mind that it shall not be necessary for him to sit 
nibbling his pen, and gazing at the wall before him, 
till he shall have found the words with which he 
wants to express his ideas. It had at this time become 
my custom, and it still is my custom, though of late 
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I have become a little lenient to myself, to write with 
my watch before me, and to require from myself 250 
words every quarter of an hour. I have found that 
the 250 words have been forthcoming as regularly 
as my watch went. But my three hours were not 
devoted entirely to writing. I always began my task 
by reading- the work of the day before, an operation 
which would take me half an hour, and which con- 
sisted chiefly in weighing with my ear the sound of 
the words and phrases. I would strongly recommend 
this practice to all tyros in writing. That their work 
should be read after It has been written is a matter 
of course, that it should be read twice at least before 
it goes to the printers, I take to be a matter of course. 
But by reading what he has last written, just before 
he recommences his task, the writer will catch the 
tone and spirit of what he is then saying, and will 
avoid the fault of seeming to be unlike himself. This 
division of time allowed me to produce over ten pages 
of an ordinary novel volume a day, and if kept up 
through ten months, would have given as its results 
three novels of three volumes each in the year; the 
precise amount which so greatly acerbated the pub- 
lisher in Paternoster Row, and which must at any 
rate be felt lo be quite as much as the novel-readers 
of the world can want from the hands of one man. 

I have never written three novels in a year, but 
by following the plan above described I have written 
more than as much an three volumes ; and by adher- 
ing' to it over a course of years, I have been enabled 
to have always on hand, for some time back now, 
one or two or even three unpublished novels in my 
desk bt'sicU* me. Were I to die now there are three 
such besides The Prime Minister, half of which has 
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only yet been issued One of these has been six years 
finished, and has never seen the light since it was first 
tied up in the wrapper which now contains it. I look 
forward with some grim pleasantry to its publication 
after another period of six years, and to the declaration 
of the critics that it has been the work of a period of 
life at which the power of writing novels had passed 
from me. Not improbably, however, these pages may 
be printed first. 

In 1866 and 1867 The Last Chronicle of Barset was 
brought out by George Smith in sixpenny monthly 
numbers. I do not know that this mode of publication 
had been tried before, or that it answered very well 
on this occasion. Indeed the shilling magazines had 
interfered greatly with the success of novels published 
in numbers without other accompanying matter. The 
public finding that so much might be had for a shilling, 
in which a portion of one or more novels was always 
included, were unwilling to spend their money on the 
novel alone. Feeling that this certainly had become 
the case in reference to novels published in shilling 
numbers, Mr. Smith and I determined to make the 
experiment with sixpenny parts. As he paid me 3000 
for % the use of my MS., the loss, if any, did not fall 
upon me. If I remember right, the enterprise was not 
altogether successful. 

Taking it as a whole, I regard this as the best novel 
I have written. I was never quite satisfied with the 
development of the plot, which consisted in the loss of a 
cheque, of a charge made against a clergyman for steal- 
ing it, and of absolute uncertainty on the part of the 
clergyman himself as to the manner in which the 
cheque had found its way into his hands. I cannot 
quite make myself believe that even such a man as 
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Mr. Crawlcy could have forgotten how he got it; 
nor would the generous friend who was anxious to 
supply his wants have supplied them by tendering 
the cheque of a third person. Such fault I acknowl- 
edge, acknowledging at the same time that I have 
never been capable of constructing with complete 
success the intricacies of a plot that required to be 
unravelled. But while confessing so much, I claim to 
have portrayed the mind of the unfortunate man with 
great accuracy and great delicacy. The pride, the 
humility, the manliness, the weakness, the conscientious 
rectitude and bitter prejudices of Mr. Crawley were, 
I feel, true to nature and well described. The sur- 
roundings loo are good. Mrs. Premdic at the palace 
is a real woman ; and the poor old dean dying at the 
deanery is also real. The archdeacon in his victory 
is very real. There is a true savour of English country 
life all through the book. Tt was with many misgivings 
that I killed my old friend Mrs. Proudie. I could not, 
1 think, have clone it, but for a resolution taken and 
declared under circumstances of great momentary 
pressure. 

It wan thus that it came about. I was sitting one 
morning at work upon the novel at the end of the 
long drawing-room of the AtheiKeum Club, as was 
then my wont when I bad slept the previous night in 
London. As I wan there, two clergymen, each with 
a maga/.ine in his hand, seated themselves, one on one 
side of the fire and one on the other, close to me. They 
soon began to abuse what they were reading, and each 
was reading some part, of some novel of mine. The 
gravamen of their complaint lay in the fact that I 
reintnulueed the same characters so often! " Here," 
said one, " is that archdeacon whom we have had in 
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every novel he has ever written." " And here/ 1 said 
the other, " is the old duke xvhom ho lias talked about 
till everybody is tired of him. if 1 could not invent 
new characters, 1 would not write unvote at all." Then 
one of them fell foul of Kirs, lYuudle. It was impos- 
sible for me not to hear their words, ami almost 
impossible to hear them ami he quiet, f got up, and 
standing between them, 1 acknowledged myself to be 
the culprit. "As to Kirs. Pnwilie," I said, "I will 
go home and kill her before the week is over." And 
so I did. The two gentlemen wore utterly eon founded, 
and one of them begged me to forget his frivolous 
observations, 

I have sometimes regretted the deed, so groat was 
my delight in writing about Mrs, IVmulio, so thorough 
was my knowledge of all the .shades of her character. 
It was not only that si a* wan a tyrant, a bully, a 
would-be priestess, a very vulgar woman, and one who 
would send headlong to the nethermost pit all who 
disagreed with her; but that at tin* ^tittr time sht* was 
conscientious, by no means a hypocrite, really believing 
in the brimstone which she threatened, and anxious to 
save the souls around her from its horrors, Awl an her 
tyranny increased so did the bitterness uf the momenta 
of her repentance inerea.se, in that she knew herself 
to be a tyrant, till that bitterness killed her. Since 
her time others have grown up equally drar f tmv 
Lady (lleneora and her husband, for instance; but I 
have never dissevered myself from Mrs, t'rmulu*, and 
still live much in company with her ghost. 

I have in a previous chapter .said how 1 wrote dm 
You Forgive l/rrf after the plot of n play which 
had been rejected, which play hat! bmt called The 
k Jilt, Some year or two after the completion of 



LEAVING THE POST OFFICE 24! 

The Last Chronicle, I was asked by the manager of 
a theatre to prepare a piece for his stage, and I did 
so, taking- the plot of this novel. I called the comedy 
Did He Steal It? But my friend the manager did not 
approve of my attempt. My mind at this time was 
less attentive to such a matter than when dear old 
George Hartley nearly crushed me by his criticism, 
so that I forget the reason given. I have little doubt 
but that the manager was right. That he intended 
to express a true opinion, and would have been glad 
to have taken the piece had he thought it suitable, I 
am quite sure. 

I have sometimes wished to see during my lifetime 
a combined republieation of those tales which are 
occupied with the fictitious county of Barsetshire. 
These would be The Warden, Bar chest cr Towers, 
Doctor Thome, Pramlcy Parsonage, and The Last 
Chronicle of Barset. But I have hitherto failed. The 
copyrights are in the hands of four different persons, 
including myself, and with one of the four I have not 
been able to prevail to act in concert with the others. 1 
In 1867 I made up my mind to take a step in life 
which was not unattended with peril, which many 
would call rash, and which, when taken, I should be 
sure at some period to regret. This step was the 
resignation of my place in the Post Office. I have 
described how it was that 1 contrived to combine the 
performance of its duties with my other avocations 
in life. I got up always very early; but even this did 
not suffice. I worked always on Sundays, as to which 
no scruple of religion made me unhappy, and not 
1 Since this wan written I have made arrangements for 
doing aa I have* wished, and the first volume of the series 
will now very shortly bo published. 
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unfrequently I was driven to work at night. In the 
winter when hunting was going on, I had to keep 
myself very much on the alert. And during the London 
season, when I was generally two or three days of 
the week in town, I found the official work to be a 
burden. I had determined some years previously, after 
due consideration with my wife, to abandon the Post 
Office when I had put by an income equal to the 
pension to which I should be entitled if I remained in 
the department till I was sixty. That I had now done, 
and I sighed for liberty. 

The exact time chosen, the autumn of 1867, was 
selected because I was then about to undertake other 
literary work in editing a new magazine, of which 
I shall speak very shortly. But in addition to these 
reasons there was another, which was, I think, at last 
the actuating cause. When Sir Rowland Hill left 
the Post Office, and my brother-in-law, Mr. Tilley, 
became Secretary in his place, I applied for the 
vacant office of Under-Secretary. Had I obtained this 
I should have given up my hunting, have given up 
much of my literary work, at any rate would have 
edited no magazine, and would have returned to the 
habit of my youth in going daily to the General Post 
Office. There was very much against such a change 
in life. The increase of salary would not have 
amounted to above 400 a year, and I should have lost 
much more than that in literary remuneration. I 
should have felt bitterly the slavery of attendance at 
an office, from which I had then been exempt for 
five-and-twenty years. I should, too, have greatly 
missed the sport which I loved But I was attached 
to the department, had imbued myself with a thorough 
Jove of letters, I mean the letters which arc carried 
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e post, and was anxious for their welfare as 
h they were all my own. In short, I wished to 
me the connection. I did not wish, moreover, 
ny younger officer should again pass over my head, 
eved that I had been a valuable public servant, 

will own to a feeling existing at that time that 

not altogether been well treated. I was probably 
in this. I had been allowed to hunt, and to 

I pleased, and to say what I liked, and had in that 
received my reward. I applied for the office, but 
Scudamorc was appointed to it. He no doubt 
possessed of gifts which I did not possess. He 
-stood the manipulation of money and the use of 
js, and was a great accountant. I think that I 
t have been more useful in regard to the labours 
wages of the immense body of men employed 
ie Post Office. However, Mr. Scudamore was 
.nted; and 1 made up my mind that I would fall 

upon my old intention, and leave the department. 
nk I allowed two years to pass before I took the 

and the clay on which I sent the letter was to 
,iost melancholy. 

ic rule of the service in regard to pensions is very 
A man shall serve till he is sixty before he is 
led to a pension, unless his health fail him. At 
age he is entitled to one-sixtieth of his salary for 
f year he has served up to forty years. If his 
h clo fail him so that he is unfit for further work 
re the age named, then he may go with a pension 
inting to one-sixtieth for every year he has served, 
uhl not say that my health had failed me, and 
fore I went without any pension. I have since 
occasionally that it has been supposed that I left 
i*(wt Ullice under pressure, because I attende4 to 
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" In accepting your resignation, which he does with 
much regret, the Duke of Montrose desires me to 
convey to you his own sense of the value of your 
services, and to state how alive he is to the loss which 
will he sustained by the department in which you have 
long heeu an ornament, and where your place will 
with cli flu* ally he replaced. 

(Signed) "J. TILLEY."' 

Readers will no doubt think that this is official 
flummery; and so in fact it is. I do not at all imagine 
that I was au ornament to the Post Office, and have 
no doubt that the secretaries and assistant-secretaries 
very often would have been glad to be rid of me; but 
the. letter may be taken as evidence that I did not 
allow my literary enterprises to interfere with my 
official work. A man who takes public money without 
ranting it is to me so odious that I can find no pardon 
for him in my heart, I have known many such, and 
some who have craved the power to do so. Nothing 
would annoy me more than to think that I should even 
be supposed to have been among the number. 

And .so my connection was dissolved with the depart- 
ment to which I bad applied the thirty-three best years 
of mv life; I must not say devoted, for devotion 
implies an entire surrender, and I certainly had found 
time for other occupations. It is however absolutely 
true that during nil those years I had thought very 
much more about the Post Office than I had of my 
literary work, and had given to it a more unflagging 
attention. Uj> to this time I had never been angry, 
never felt myself injured or unappreciated in that my 
literary efforts were ^HghUnL I hit I had suffered very 
much bit term*. ss on thai score 5 a reference to the 
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Post Office; and I had suffered not only on my 
personal behalf, but also and more bitterly whe** 
could not promise to be done the things whict* 
thought ought to be done for the benefit of ot 
That the public in little villages should be en 
to buy postage stamps; that they should have 
letters delivered free and at an early hour; that 
letter-boxes should be put up for them (of 
accommodation in the streets and ways of 
I was the originator, having, however, got the authority 
for the erection of the first at St. Heliers in Jersey ) 
that the letter-carriers and sorters should not be 
worked; that they should be adequately paid, and 
some hours to themselves, especially on Sundays; 
all, that they should be made to earn their w 
and latterly that they should not be crushed by wlia/fc 
I thought to be the damnable system of so-called merit 5 
these were the matters by which I was stirred to wli^a-* 
the secretary was pleased to call energetic perform- 
ance of my duties. How I loved, when I was contra- 
dicted, as I was very often and, no doubt, very 
properly, to do instantly as I was bid, and then, to 
prove that what I was doing was fatuous, dishonest, 
expensive, and impracticable! And then there were 
feuds such delicious feuds ! I was always an strati- 
Hillite, acknowledging, indeed, the great thing wHieli 
Sir Rowland Hill had done for the country, but believ- 
ing him to be entirely unfit to manage men or to 
arrange labour. It was a pleasure to me to differ f rorra 
him on all occasions; and, looking back now, I ttiirak: 
that in all such differences I was right. 

Having so steeped myself, as it were, in postal 
waters, I could not go out from them without a regret* 
I wpnder whether I did anything to improve the style 
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of writing in official reports ! I strove to do so gal- 
lantly, never being contented with the language of my 
own reports unless it seemed to have been so written 
as to be pleasant to be read. I took extreme delight in 
writing them, not allowing myself to re-copy them, 
never having them re-copied by others, but sending them 
up with their original blots and erasures, if blots and 
erasures there were. It is hardly manly, I think, that 
a man should search after a fine neatness at the ex- 
pense of so much waste labour ; or that he should not 
be able to exact from himself the necessity of writing 
words in the form in which they should be read. If a 
copy be required, let it be taken afterwards, by hand 
or by machine, as may be. But the writer of a letter, 
if lie wish his words to prevail with the reader, should 
send them out as written by himself, by his own hand, 
with his own marks, his own punctuation, correct or 
incorrect, with the evidence upon them that they have 
come out from his own mind. 

And so the cord was cut, and I was a free man to 
run about the world where I would. 

A little before the date of my resignation, Mr. James 
Virtue, the printer and publisher, had asked me to edit 
a new magazine for him, and had offered me a salary 
of 1000 a year for the work over and above what 
might be due to me for my own contributions. I had 
known something of magazines, and did not believe 
that they were generally very lucrative. They were, 
I thought, useful to some publishers as bringing grist 
to the mill; but as Mr. Virtue's business was chiefly 
that of a printer, in which he was very successful, this 
consideration could hardly have had much weight with 
him. I very strongly advised him to abandon the pro- 
ject, pointing out to him that a large expenditure would 



248 AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

be necessary to carry on the magazine in accordance 
with my views, that I could not be concerned in it on 
any other understanding, and that the chances of an 
adequate return to him of his money were very small. 
He came down to Waltham, listened to my arguments 
with great patience, and then told me that if I would 
not do the work he would find some other editor. 

Upon this I consented to undertake the duty. My 
terms as to salary were those which he had himself 
proposed. The special stipulations which I demanded 
were: firstly, that I should put whatever I pleased into 
the magazine, or keep whatever I pleased out of it, 
without interference; secondly, that I should, from 
month to month, give in to him a list of payments to 
be made to contributors, and that he should pay them, 
allowing me to fix the amounts; and, thirdly, that the 
arrangement should remain in force, at any rate, for 
two years. To all this he made no objection; and 
during the time that he and I were thus bound together 
he not only complied with these stipulations, but also 
with every suggestion respecting the magazine that I 
made to him. If the use of large capital, combined 
with wide liberality and absolute confidence on the part 
of the proprietor, and perpetual good humour, would 
have produced success, our magazine certainly would 
have succeeded. 

In all such enterprises the name is the first difficulty. 
There is the name which has a meaning and the name 
which has none of which two the name that has none 
is certainly the better, as it never belies itself. The 
Liberal may cease to be liberal, or The Fortnightly, 
alas ! to come out once a fortnight. But The Cornhill 
and The Argosy are under any set of circumstances as 
adapted to these names as under any other. Then 
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there is the proprietary name, or, possibly, the editorial 
name, which is only amiss because the publication may 
change hands. Blackzvood's has, indeed, always re- 
mained Blackwood's, and Fraser's, though .it has been 
bought and sold, still does not sound amiss. Mr. 
Virtue, fearing the too attractive qualities of his own 
name, wished the magazine to be called Anthony Trol- 
lope's. But to this I objected eagerly. There were 
then about the town, still are about the town, -two 
or three literary gentlemen, by whom to have had 
myself editored would have driven me an exile from 
my country. After much discussion, we settled on St. 
Paul's as the name for our bantling not as being in 
any way new, but as enabling it to fall easily into the 
ranks with many others. If we were to make our- 
selves in any way peculiar, it was not by our name that 
we were desirous of doing so. 

I do not think that we did make ourselves in any 
way peculiar, and yet there was a great struggle 
made. On the part of the proprietor, I may say that 
money was spent very freely. On my own part, I 
may declare that I omitted nothing which I thought 
might tend to success. I read all manuscripts sent to 
me, and endeavoured to judge impartially. I succeeded 
in obtaining 1 the services of an excellent literary corps. 
1 hiring 1 the three years and a half of ray editorship I 
was assisted by Mr. Goschen, Captain Brackenbury, 
Ktlward Dicey, Percy Fitzgerald, H. A. Layard, All- 
mgluun, Leslie Stephen, Mrs. Lynn Linton, my brother, 
T. A. Trollope, and his wife, Charles Lever, E. Arnold, 
Austin Dobson, R. A. Proctor, Lady Pollock, G. H. 
Li'wrH, C, Mackay, Hardman (of the Times), George 
Maedonald, W. R. Greg, Mrs. Oliphant, Sir Charles 
Trevclyan, Leoni Levi, Dutton Cook and others, 



250 AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

whose names would make the list too long". It might 
have been thought that with such aid the St. Paul's 
would have succeeded. I do not think that the fail- 
ure, for it did fail, arose from bad editing. Perhaps 
too much editing might have been the fault. I was too 
anxious to be good, and did not enough think of what 
might be lucrative. 

It did fail, for it never paid its way. It reached, if 
I remember right, a circulation of nearly 10,000 per- 
haps on one or two occasions may have gone beyond 
that. But the enterprise had been set on foot on a 
system too expensive to be made lucrative by anything 
short of a very large circulation. Literary merit will 
hardly set a magazine afloat, though, when afloat, it 
will sustain it Time is wanted or the hubbub, and 
flurry, and excitement created by ubiquitous sesqui- 
pedalian advertisement. Merit and time together may 
be effective, but they must be backed by economy and 
patience. 

I think, upon the whole, that publishers themselves 
have been the best editors of magazines, when they 
have been able to give time and intelligence to the 
work. Nothing certainly has ever been done better 
than Blackwood's. The Cornhill, too, after Thackeray 
had left it and before Leslie Stephen had taken it, 
seemed to be in quite efficient hands those hands 
being the hands of proprietor and publisher. The pro- 
prietor, at any rate, knows what he wants and what 
he can afford, and is not so frequently tempted to fall 
into that worst of literary quicksands, the publishing 
of matter not for the sake of the readers, but for that 
of the writer. I did not so sin very often, but often 
enough to feel that I was a coward. " My dear friend, 
my dear friend, this is trash ! " It is so hard to speak 
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thus but so necessary for an editor! We all remem- 
ber the thorn in his pillow of which Thackeray com- 
plained Occasionally I know that I did give way on 
"behalf of some literary aspirant whose work did not 
represent itself to me as being good; and as often as I 
did so, T broke my trust to those who employed me. 
Now, I think that such editors as Thackeray and my- 
self, if I may, for the moment, be allowed to couple 
men so unequal,- -will always be liable to commit such 
faults, but that the natures of publishers and propri- 
etors will l>c less soft. 

Nor do I know why the pages of a magazine should 
be considered to be open to any aspirant who thinks 
that he can write an article, or why the manager of a 
ma&a/.me should be doomed to read all that may be 
scut to him. The object of the proprietor is to pro- 
duce a periodical that shall satisfy the public, which he 
may probably best do by securing the services of 
writers o acknowledged ability. 



CHAPTER XVI 

BEVERLEY 

VERY early in life, very soon after I had become a 
clerk in St. Martin's le Grand, when I was utterly impe- 
cunious and beginning to fall grievously into debt, I 
was asked by an uncle of mine, who was himself a 
clerk in the War Office, what destination I should like 
best for my future life. He probably meant to inquire 
whether I wished to live married or single, whether 
to remain in the Post Office or to leave it, whether 1 
should prefer the town or the country. I replied that I 
should like to be a Member of Parliament. My uncle, 
who was given to sarcasm, rejoined that, as far as 
he knew, few clerks in the Post Office did become 
Members of Parliament. I think it was the remem- 
brance of this jeer which stirred me up to look for a 
seat as soon as I had made myself capable of holding 
one by leaving the public service. My uncle was dead, 
but if I could get a seat, the knowledge that I had 
done so might travel to that bourne from whence he was 
not likely to return, and he might there feel that he 
had done me wrong. 

Independently of 'this, I have always thought- that to 
sit in the British Parliament should be the highest 
object of ambition to every educated Englishman. I 
do not by this mean to suggest that every educated 
Englishman should set before himself a seat in Par- 
liament as a probable or even a possible career; but 
that the man in Parliament has reached a higher posi- 
252 
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tton than the man out, that to serve one's country 
without pay is the grandest work that a man can do, - 
that of all studies the study of politics is the one in 
which a man may make himself most useful to his 
fellow-creatures, -and that of all lives, public political 
lives are capable of the highest efforts. So thinking, 
though I was aware that fifty-three was too late an age 
at which to commence a new career, I resolved with 
much hesitation that T would make the attempt. 

Writing now at an age beyond sixty, I can say that 
my political feelings and convictions have never under- 
gone any change. They are now what they became 
when I first began to have political feelings and con- 
victions. Nor do I find in myself any tendency to 
modify them as 1 have found generally in men as they 
grow old. i consider myself to be an advanced, but 
still a Conservative-Liberal, which I regard not only as 
a ]x>ssihle, but as a rational and consistent phase of 
political existence. 1 can, I believe, in a very few 
words, make* known my political theory; and, as I am 
anxious that any who know aught of me should know 
that, I will endeavour to do so. 

It must, I think, be painful to all men to feel inferi- 
ority. It; should, I think, be a matter of some pain to 
all men to feel superiority, unless when it has been won 
by their own efforts. We do not understand the opera- 
tions of Almighty wisdom, and are, therefore, unable 
to tell the causes of the terrible inequalities that we 
set* why some, why so many, should have so little to 
make life enjoyable, so much to make it painful, while 
a few others, not through their own merit, have had 
gtftH poured out to them from a full hand. We acknowl- 
edge the hand of Ck.nl and His wisdom, but still we are 
M ruck with awe and horror at the misery of many of 
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our brethren. We who have been born to the superior 
condition, for, in this matter, I consider myself to be 
standing on a platform with dukes and princes, and all 
others to whom plenty and education and liberty have 
been given,~cannot, I think, look upon the inane, unin- 
tellectual, and tossed-bound life of those who cannot 
even feed themselves sufficiently by their sweat, with- 
out some feeling of injustice, some feeling of pain. 

This consciousness of wrong has induced in many 
enthusiastic but unbalanced minds a desire to set all 
things right by a proclaimed equality. In their efforts 
such men have shown how powerless they are in 
opposing the ordinances of the Creator. For the mind 
of the thinker and the student is driven to admit, 
though it be awestruck by apparent injustice, that this 
inequality is the work of God. Make all men equal 
to-day, and God has so created them that they shall 
be all unequal to-morrow. The so-called Conservative, 
the conscientious, philanthropic Conservative, seeing 
this, and being surely convinced that such inequalities 
are of divine origin, tells himself that it is his duty to 
preserve them. He thinks that the preservation of 
the welfare of the world depends on the maintenance 
of those distances between the prince and the peasant 
by which he finds himself to be surrounded; and, per- 
haps, I may add, that the duty is not unpleasant, as he 
feels himself to be one of the princes. 

But this man, though he sees something, and sees 
that very clearly, sees only a little. The divine inequal- 
ity is apparent to him, but not the equally divine dimi- 
nution of that inequality. That such diminution is 
taking place on all sides is apparent enough ; but it is 
Apparent to him as an evil, the consummation of which 
m is his duty to retard. He cannot prevent it; and, 
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-, the society to which he belongs is, in his 
rograding. He will even, at times, assist it; 
do so conscientiously, feeling that, under the 
rcssnre supplied by him, and with the drags 
.fasts which he may add, the movement would 
r than it would become if subjected to his pro- 
ami absolute opponents. Such, I think, are 
alives; and I speak of men who, with the fear 
before their eyes and the love of their neigh- 
arm in their hearts, endeavour to do their duty 
est of their ability. 

1 the term which is now common, and which 

best understood, I will endeavour to explain 

equally conscientious Liberal is opposed to the 

alive, lie is equally aware that these distances 

livine origin, equally averse to any sudden dis- 

of society in quest of some Utopian blessed- 

ut he is alive to the fact that these distances 

by day becoming less, arid he regards this con- 

climinution as a series of steps towards that 

millennium of which he dreams. He is even 

to help the many to ascend the ladder a little, 

lu* knows, as they come up towards him, he 

;o down to meet them. What is really in his 

it ,.. I will not say equality, for the word is offen- 

\\{\ presents to the imagination of men ideas of 

iiiisw, of ruin, and insane democracy, but a 

iy towards equality. In following that, how- 

10 knows that he must be hemmed in by safe- 

, lost he be tempted to travel too quickly; and, 

iro, lie is glad to be accompanied on his way by 

pressive action of a Conservative opponent. 

iK such views, I think I am guilty of no absurdity 

; n g myself an advanced Conservative-Liberal. A 
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man who entertains in Iiis niin<l any political doctrine, 
except as a means of improving the condition of his 
fellows, I regard as a political intriguer, a charlatan, 
and a conjureras one who thinks that, by a certain 
amount of wary wire-pulling, he may raise himself in 
the estimation of the world 

I am aware that this theory of politics will seem to 
many to he stilted, overstrained, and, as the Amrricam 
would say, high-faluten. Many will declare that the 
majority even of those who call themselves politi- 
cians, -perhaps even of those who take an active* part 
in politics* arc stirred by no Mteh feelings as these, 
and acknowledge no such motives. Men become Tories 
or Whigs. Liberals or Conservatives, partly by educa- 
tion, following their father v- partly by chance, 
partly as openings come, partly in accordance with the 
bent of their minds, but still without any far-fetched 
reasonings as to distances ant! the diminution of 
distances. No doubt it. is so ; and in the battle of 
politics, as it goes, men are led further ami further 
away from first causes, till at last a measure is 
opposed by one simply because It is advocated by 
another, and Members of Parliament swarm into lob- 
hies, following the dictation of their leailrrn, and not 
their own individual judgment*, tint the principle is 
at work throughout, To many, t (tough hardly acknowl- 
edged, it is still apparent On almost all It. has its 
effect; though there are the intriguers the clever con- 
jurers, to whom politics is simply *ueh n game as in 
billiards or racket H, only plnyetl with greater results. 
To the minds that create and lead ami political 

opinion, some ueh theory m, 1 think, ever present 

The truth of all this I Intel long aiiu'c home to 

myself. 1 had now thinking cif it for thirty 
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had never doubted. But I had always been aware 
a certain visionary weakness about myself in regard 
to politics, A man, to be useful in Parliament, must 
be able to confine himself and conform himself, to be 
satisfied with doing a little bit of a little thing at a 
time, lie must patiently get up everything connected 
w ith the duty on mushrooms, and then be satisfied with 
himself when at last he has induced a Chancellor of 
the Exchequer to say that he will consider the impost 
at the first opportunity. He . must be content to be 
beaten six times in order that, on a seventh, his work 
may be found to be of assistance to some one else. He 
must remember that he is one out of 650, and be con- 
tent with i-6soth part of the attention of the nation. If 
he have grand ideas, he must keep them to himself, 
unless by chance, he can work his way up to the top 
of the tree. In short, he must be a practical man. Now 
I knew that in politics I could never become a practical 
man. I should never be satisfied with a soft word from 
the Chancellor of the Exchequer, but would always be 
flinging my overtaxed ketchup in his face. 

Nor did it seem to me to be possible that I should 
ever become a good speaker. I had no special gifts 
that way, and had not studied the art early enough in 
life to overcome natural difficulties. I had found that, 
with infinite labour, I could learn a few sentences by 
heart, and deliver them, monotonously indeed, but 
clearly. Or, again, if there were something special to 
be said, i could say it in a commonplace fashion but 
always as though I were in a hurry, and with the fear 
before me of being thought to be prolix. But I had no 
power of combining, as a public speaker should always 
do, that which I had studied with that which occurred 
to we at the moment. It must be all lesson, which I 
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found to be best; or else all impromptu, which was 
very bad, indeed, unless I had something special on my 
mind. I was thus aware that I could do no good by 
going into Parliament that the time for it, if there 
could have been a time, had gone by. But still I had 
an almost insane desire to sit there, and be able to 
assure myself that my uncle's scorn had not been 
deserved. 

In 1867 it had been suggested to me that, in the 
event of a dissolution, I should stand for one division 
of the County of Essex; and I had promised that I 
would do so, though the promise at that time was as 
rash a one as a man could make. I was instigated to 
this by the late Charles Buxton, a man whom I greatly 
loved, and who was very anxious that the county for 
which his brother had sat, and with which the family 
were connected, should be relieved from what he re- 
garded as the thraldom of Toryism. But there was no 
dissolution then. Mr. Disraeli passed his Reform Bill, 
by the help of the Liberal member for Newark, and 
the summoning of a new Parliament was postponed till 
the next year. By this new Reform Bill Essex was 
portioned out into three instead of two electoral divi- 
sions, one of which, that adjacent to London,-r-would, 
:it was thought, be altogether Liberal. After the prom- 
ise which I had given, the performance of which would 
have cost me a large sum of money absolutely in vain, 
it was felt by some that I should be selected as one of 
the candidates for the new division and as such I 
was proposed by Mr. Charles Buxton. But another 
gentleman, who would have been bound by previous 
pledges to support me, was put forward by what I be- 
lieve to have been the defeating interest, and I had to 
give way. At the election this gentleman, with another 
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who had often stood for the county, was re- 
turned without a contest. Alas! alas! They were 
t>oth unsealed at the next election, when the great 
Conservative reaction took place. 

In the spring of 1868 I was sent to the United States 
on a postal mission, of which I will speak presently. 
AYhile I was absent the dissolution took place. On 
iny return I was somewhat too late to look out for 
n seat, but I had friends who knew the weakness of 
iny ambition; and it was not likely, therefore, that I 
should escape the peril of being put forward for some 
Impossible borough as to which the Liberal party 
\vould not choose that it should go to the Conservatives 
\vitho\it a struggle. At last, after one or two others, 
Jieverley was proposed to me, and to Beverley I went 

I must, however, exculpate the gentleman who acted 
ns my agent, from undue persuasion exercised towards 
itie. He was a man who thoroughly understood Par- 
liament, having sat there himself and he sits there 
jjow at this moment, lie understood Yorkshire, -or, 
at least, the Kast Riding of Yorkshire, in which Bev- 
t*rU\v i' 1 ^ .situated, -certainly better than any one alive. 
3 It* understood all the mysteries of canvassing, and he 
Know well the traditions, the condition, and the prospect 
eif the Liberal party. I will not give his name, but they 
who knew Yorkshire hi iS6K will not be at a loss to 
iuul it, " So," s:ud be, ** you are going to stand for 
llcvrrley ? " I replied gravely that 1 was thinking of 
cluing .so. "Vim don't expect to get in? 1 * he said. 
**\K*iin 1 was grave, 1 would not, I said, be sanguine, 
1tit, neverlheleNs, I was disposed to hope For the best. 
** Oh, no! " continued he, with gc.>od-hnioured raillery, 
** YOU won't 1:1*1 in. 1 don*t suppose yim really expect 
it, I*ui flun't* is a tint* career open to you. You will 
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spend 1000, and lose the election. Then you will 
petition, and spend another 1000. You will throw 
out the elected members. There will be a commission, 
and the borough will be disfranchised. For a beginner 
such as you are, that will be a great success." And 
yet, in the teeth of this, from a man who knew all 
about it, I persisted in going to Beverley ! 

The borough, which returned two members, had long 
been represented by Sir Henry Edwards, of whom, I 
think, I am justified in saying that he had contracted a 
close intimacy with it for the sake of the seat. There 
had been many contests, many petitions, many void 
elections, many members, but, through it all, Sir Henry 
had kept his seat, if not with permanence, yet with a 
fixity of tenure next door to permanence. I fancy that 
with a little management between the parties the bor- 
ough might at this time have returned a member of 
each colour quietly; but there were spirits there who 
did not love political quietude, and it was at last de- 
cided that there should be two Liberal and two Con- 
servative candidates. Sir Henry was joined by a young 
man of fortune in quest of a seat, and I was grouped 
with Mr. Maxwell, the. eldest son of Lord Herries, a 
Scotch Roman Catholic peer, who lives in the neigh- 
bourhood. 

When the time came I went down to canvass, and 
spent, I think, the most wretched fortnight of my man- 
hood. In the first place, I was subject to a bitter 
tyranny from grinding vulgar tyrants. They were 
doing what they could, or said that they were doing 
so, to secure me a seat in Parliament, and I was to be 
in their hands, at any rate, the period of. my can- 
didature. On one day both of us, Mr. Maxwell and I, 
wanted to go out hunting. We proposed to ourselves. 
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l)iit the one holiday during this period of intense labour; 
hut I was assured, as was he also, by a publican who 
was working for us, that if we committed such a crime 
he and all Bcverley would desert us. From morning 
to evening every day I was taken round the lanes and 
by-ways of that uninteresting town, canvassing every 
voter, exposed to the rain, up to my knees in slush, and 
utterly unable to assume that air of triumphant joy 
with which a jolly, successful candidate should be in- 
vested. At night, every night I had to speak some- 
where, which was bad; and to listen to the speaking 
of others, which was much worse. When, on one 
Sunday, I proposed to go to the Minster Church, I was 
told that was quite useless, as the Church party we'*e 
all certain to support Sir Henry ! " Indeed; 1 ' saicl the 
publican* my tyrant, * 4 he goes there in a kind of official 
profession, and you had better not allow yourself to be 
seen in the same place." So I stayed away and omitted 
xny prayers. No Church o England church in Bev- 
erley would on such an occasion have welcomed a 
Liberal candidate, I felt myself to be a kind of pariah 
in the borough, tt> whom was opposed all that was 
pretty, and all that was nice, and all that was 
ostensibly good, 

But perhaps my strongest sense of discomfort arose 
from the conviction that my political ideas were all 
leather and prunella to the men whose votes I was 
soliciting, They cured nothing for my doctrines, and 
could not be made to understand that I should have 
any. I had been brought to Beverley either to beat 
Sir Henry Kdwards,-- which, however, no one prob- 
ably thought to be feasible, or to cause him the 
greatest possible amount of trouble* inconvenience, and 
expense. There were, indeed, two points on which 
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a portion of my wished-for supporters seemed to have 
opinions, and on both these two points I was driven 
by my opinions to oppose them. Some were anxious 
for the Ballot, which had not then become law, 
and some desired the Permissive Bill. I hated, and 
do hate, both these measures, thinking it to be 
unworthy of a great people to free itself from the 
evil results of vicious conduct by unmanly restraints. 
Undue influence on voters is a great evil from which 
this country had already done much to emancipate 
itself by extending electoral divisions and by an 
increase of independent feeling. These, I thought, 
and not secret voting, were the weapons by which 
electoral intimidation should be overcome. And as 
for drink, I believe in no Parlimentary restraint ; but 
I do believe in the gradual effect of moral teaching- and 
education. But a Liberal, to do any good at Beverley, 
should have been able to swallow such gnats as those. 
I would swallow nothing, and was altogether the 
wrong man. 

I knew, from the commencement of my candidature, 
how it would be. Of course that well-trained gentle- 
man who condescended to act as my agent, had under- 
stood the case, and I ought to have taken his thoroughly 
kind advice. He had seen it all, and had told himself 
that it was wrong that one so innocent in such ways 
as I, so utterly unable to fight such a battle, should 
be carried down into Yorkshire merely to spend money 
and to be annoyed. He could not have said more 
than he did say, and I suffered for my obstinacy. Of 
course I was not elected. Sir Henry Edwards and 
his comrade became members for Beverley, and I 
was at the bottom of the poll. I paid 400 for my 
expenses, and then returned to 
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My friendly agent in his raillery had of course 
exaggerated the cost. He had, when I arrived at 
Beverley, asked me for a cheque, for 400, and told 
me that that sum would suffice. It did suffice. How 
it came to pass that exactly that sum should be 
required 1 never knew, but such was the case. Then 
there came a petition, not from me, but from the 
town. The inquiry was made, the two gentlemen 
were unseated, the borough was disfranchised, Sir 
Henry Kd wards was put on his trial for some kind 
of Parliamentary offence and was acquitted. In this 
way Beverley's privilege as a borough and my Parlia- 
mentary ambition were brought to an end at the same 
time. 

When I knew the result I did not altogether regret 
it. It may be that Beverley might have been brought 
to political confusion and Sir Henry Edwards rele- 
gated to private life without the expenditure of my 
ban! earned money, and without that fortnight of 
misery; but connecting the things together, as it was 
natural that I should do, I did flatter myself that I 
had done some good. It had seemed to me that nothing 
could be worse, nothing more unpatriotic, nothing 
nure absolutely opposed to the system of represent- 
ative* government, than the time-honoured practices 
of the borough of Beverley. It had come to pass that 
political cleanliness was odious to the citizens. There 
was something grand in the scorn with which a lead- 
ing Liberal there turned up his nose at me when I 
tultl him that there should be no bribery, no treating, 
not even a pot of beer on one side. It was a matter 
for Mwly to see how at Beverley politics were appre- 
ciated because they might subserve electoral purposes, 
tun! how little it was understood that electoral pur- 
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poses, which are in themselves a nuisance, should be 
endured in order that they may subserve politics. 
And then the time, the money, the mental energy, 
which had been expended in making the borough a 
secure seat for a gentleman who had realised the idea 
that it would become him to be a member of Parlia- 
ment! This use of the borough seemed to be realised 
and approved in the borough generally. The inhab- 
itants had taught themselves to think that it was for 
such purposes that boroughs were intended ! To have 
assisted in putting an end to this, even in one town, 
was to a certain extent a satisfaction. 



CHAPTER XVII 

THE AMERICAN POSTAL TREATY THE QUESTION OF 
COPYRIGHT WITH AMERICAFOUR MORE NOVELS 

IN the spring of 1868, before the affair of Beverley, 
which, as being the first direct result of my resigna- 
tion of office, has been brought in a little out of its 
turn, I was requested to go over to the United States 
and make a postal treaty at Washington. This, as 
1 had left the service, I regarded as a compliment, 
and of course I went. It was my third visit to 
America, and I have made two since. As far as the 
Post Oflicc work was concerned, it was very far from 
being agreeable. I Found myself located at Washing- 
ton, a place 1 do not love, and was harassed by delays, 
annoyed by incompetence, and opposed by what I 
felt to be personal and not national views. I had 
to deal with two men,- with one who was a working 
officer of the American Post Office, than whom I have 
never met a more zealous, or, as far as I could judge, 
a more honest public servant. He had his views and 
I had mine, each of us having at heart the welfare 
of the* service in regard to his own country, each of 
us also having certain orders which we were bound 
to obey, Hut the other gentleman, who was in rank 
the .superior, -whose executive position was dependent 
on his official status, as is the case with our own 
Mitwtersr-'did not recommend himself to me equally. 
lie would make, appointments* with me and then not 
keep them, which at last offended me so grievously, 
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that I declared at the Washington Post Office that if 
this treatment were continued, I would write home to 
say that any further action on my part was impossible. 
I think I should have done so had it not occurred 
to me that I might in this way serve his purpose 
rather than my own, or the purposes of those who 
had sent me. The treaty, however, was at last made, 
the purport of which was, that everything possible 
should be done, at a heavy expenditure on the part 
of England, to expedite the mails from England to 
America, and that nothing should be done by America 
to expedite the mails from thence to us. The ex- 
pedition I believe to be now equal both ways; but 
it could not be maintained as it is without the pay- 
ment of a heavy subsidy from Great Britain, whereas 
no subsidy is paid by the States. 1 

I had also a commission from the Foreign Office, 
for which I had asked, to make an effort on behalf 
of an international copyright between the United 
States and Great Britain, the want of which is the 
one great impediment to pecuniary success which still 
stands in the way of successful English authors. I 
cannot say that I have never had a shilling of Ameri- 
can money on behalf of reprints of my work; but I 
have been conscious of no such payment. Having 
found many years ago in 1861, when I made a strug- 
gle on the subject, being then in the States, the details 
of which are sufficiently amusing 2 that I could not 

x This was a state of things which may probably 'have 
appeared to American politicians to be exactly that which 
they should try to obtain. The whole arrangement has 
again been altered since the time of which I have spoken. 

2 In answer to a question from myself, a certain Ameri- 
can publisher he who usually reprinted my works prom- 
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myself succeed in dealing with American booksellers, 
I have sold all foreign right to the English publishers; 
and though I do not know that I have raised my price 
against them on that score, I may in this way have 
had some indirect advantage from the American 
market. But I do know that what the publishers have 
received here is very trifling. I doubt whether Messrs. 
Chapman & Hall, my present publishers, get for 
early sheets sent to the States as much as 5 per cent, 
on the price they pay me for my manuscript. But 
the American readers are more numerous than the 
Kiitflish, and taking them all through, are probably 
more wealthy. If I can get 1000 for a book here 
(exclusive of their market), I ought to be able to 
get as much there. If a man supply 600 customers 
with shoes in place of 300, there is no question as to 
siteh result. Why not, then, if I can supply 60,000 
readers Instead of 30,000? 

1 fancied that I knew that the opposition to an inter- 
national copyright was by no means an American 
feeling, but was confined to the bosoms of a few 
istul nit* that if any other American publisher republished 
wi.V **wA' on America before he had done so f he would 
nut hrintf out a competing edition, though there would be 
no law to hinder him. I then entered into an agreement 
with another American publisher, stipulating to supply 
him with early sheets; and he stipulating to supply me 
:i certain royalty on his sales, and to supply me with 
mromtts half -yearly. I sent the sheets with energetic 
jmm'tuality, and the work was brought out with equal 
clergy awl precision by my old American publishers. 
Tin* Kc*nt Ionian who made the promise had not broken his 
wnftl. Nti other American -edition had come out before 
his. I never got any account, and, of course, never 
received a dollar. 
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interested Americans. All Ilia! I did and heard in 

reference to the subject on this fnrtlu-r visit,- and 

having a certain authority from thr Uritisli Secretary 

of State with me I could hear and do something, - 

altogether confirmed me in this view, I have* no 
douht that if I could poll American readers, or Ameri- 
can senators, or even American representatives, if 
the polling could he unbiassed, >r American book- 
sellers, 1 that an assent to an international copyright 
would he tile result. The state >f thmj; s as it is is 
crushing to American authors as thr publishers will 
not pay them a lihend scale, knowing thai they can 
supply their customers with modern l'"iit;!i*.li literature 
without paying for it. The Kngir-h uwwtt f pro- 
duction so much exceed^ flu* Aiurnt'.w. th.it the rate 
at which the former can be jiuhlishrd nlr- ihr market. 
It is ctjually injuriotts to Amrrican !iMokNt'!lcrs t . 
except to two or three of tlir ^rr:tt^4 lton*-.rs < Mo 
small man can now anjnirt' tin* rx-hr.ivt* right of 
printing and selling an Knglr-h Irk, If" MI'!I a tint* 
attempt it, the work is printed instantly !y our of the 
leviathans, who alow are tin* gainm, Tin* argu- 
ment of course is, that the AnuTU'an r%u!rr 4 * art* flu* 
gainers* that as they can grl fur nothing thr usf >f 
certain property, tliey wottld I 8 iijifuii* tltrir nwri 
throats were they to pa*s a law fli'l*.ifrjfi|* tlinjt\i'!vt*i 
from the power f such apprttjtriafiost. in this ;trgu-- 
mcnt all idea of lionesty is thnmu In thr winds, It 
is not that; they do nnt ajjrvt* *f ;t '.V'*trnt *f mjiV'- 
right, as many great wen Ituvr itt^t|f|intvrit. fur 
their own law of copyright is .^ 'tringrt$t i-* ts ottrn. 
l l might JI!M say AntiM'U';tu jwMithrf*. if I rtmti! 

them by the number nf licaflH, ami MI \ty llii-; 4111111111! til 
work done by the firim, 
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A bold assertion is made that they like to appropriate 
the goods of other people; and that, as in this case, 
they can do so with impunity, they will continue to 
do so. I hit the argument, as far as I have been able 
to judge, conies not from the people, but from the 
bookselling leviathans, and from those politicians 
whom the leviathans are able to attach to their 
interests. The ordinary American purchaser is not 
much affected by slight variations in price. He is 
at any rate too high-hearted to be affected by the 
prospect of such variation. It is the man who wants 
to make money, not he who fears that he may be 
called upon to spend it, who controls such matters as 
this iu the United States. It is the large speculator 
who becomes powerful in the lobbies of the House, 
and understands how wise it may be to incur a great 
expenditure either in the creation of a great business, 
or in protecting that which he has created from com- 
petition.' Nothing was done in 1868,- and nothing 
has been done since (up to 1876). A Royal Com- 
mission on the law of copyright is now about to sit 
in this country, of which 1 have consented to be a 
member; and the question must then be handled, 
though nothing done by a Royal Commission here 
can effect American legislators. But I do believe that 
if the measure be consistently and judiciously urged, 
tin* t' wiiiies to it in the States will gradually be 
overcome. Some years since we had some quasi 
private wrot inn's, under the presidency of Lord Stan- 
hopt% in Mr, John Murray's dining*- room, on the sub- 
ject nf international copyright. At, one of these I 
discussal fhi 8 ^ matter of American international copy- 
right with Charles Dickens* who strongly declared 
hi.s conviction that nothing would induce an American 
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to give up the power he possesses of pirating British 
literature. But he was a man who, seeing clearly 
what was before him, would not realise the possibility 
of shifting views. Because in this matter the Ameri- 
can decision had been, according to his thinking, 
dishonest, therefore no other than dishonest decision 
was to be expected from Americans. Against that idea 
I protested, and now protest. American dishonesty 
is rampant; but it is rampant only among a few. It 
is the great misfortune of the community that those 
few have been able to dominate so large a portion of 
the population among which all men can vote, but 
so few can understand for what they are voting. 

Since this was written the Commission on the law 
of copyright has sat and made its report. With the 
great body of it I agree, and could serve no reader 
by alluding here at length to matters which are dis- 
cussed there. But in regard to this question of inter- 
national copyright with the United States, I think 
that we were incorrect in the expression of an opinion 
that fair justice, or justice approaching to fairness, 
is now done by American publishers to English 
authors by payments made by them for early sheets. 
I have just found that 20 was paid to my publisher 
in England for the use of the early sheets of a novel 
for which I received 1600 in England. When asked 
why he accepted so little, he assured me that the firm 
with whom he dealt would not give more. " Why 
not go to another firm?" I asked. No other firm 
would give a dollar, because no other firm would care 
to run counter to that great firm which had assumed 
to itself the right of publishing my books. I soon 
after received a copy of my own novel in the American 
form, and found that it was published for ?id. That 
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a great ^ sale was expected can be argued from the fact 
that without a great sale the paper and printing 
necessary for the republication of a three-volume 
novel could not be supplied. Many thousand copies 
must have been sold. But from these the author 
received not one shilling. I need hardly point out 
that the sum of 20 would not do more than com- 
pensate the publisher for his trouble in making the 
bargain. The publisher here no doubt might have 
refused to supply the early sheets, but he had no means 
of exacting a higher price than that offered. I men- 
tion the circumstance here because it has been boasted, 
on behalf of the American publishers, that though 
there is no international copyright, they deal so liber- 
ally with English authors as to make it unnecessary 
that the English author should be so protected. With 
the fact of the 20 just brought to my knowledge, 
and with the copy of my book published at 7^d. now 
in my hands, I feel that an international copyright is 
very necessary for my protection. 

They among Englishmen who best love and most 
admire the United States, have felt themselves tempted 
to use the strongest language in denouncing the sins 
of Americans. Who can but love their personal 
generosity, their active and far-seeking philanthropy, 
their love of education, their hatred of ignorance, the 
general convictions in the minds of all of them that 
a man should be enabled to walk upright, fearing no 
one and conscious that he is responsible for his own 
actions? In what country have grander efforts been 
made by private munificence to relieve the sufferings 
of humanity? Where can the English traveller find 
any more anxious to assist him than the normal Ameri- 
can, when once the American shall have found the 
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Englishman to be neither sullen nor fastidious? Who, 
lastly, is so much an object of heart- felt admiration 
of the American man and the American woman as 
the well-mannered and well-educated Englishwoman 
or Englishman? These are the ideas which I say 
spring uppermost in the minds of the unprejudiced 
English traveller as he makes acquaintance with 
these near relatives. Then he becomes cognisant of 
their official doings, of their politics, of their municipal 
scandals, of their great ring-robberies, of their lobby- 
ings and briberies, and the infinite baseness of their 
public life. There at the top of everything he finds 
the very men who are the least fit to occupy high 
places. American public dishonesty is so glaring that 
the very friends he has made in the country are not 
slow to acknowledge it, speaking of public life as 
a thing apart from their own existence, as a state of 
dirt in which it would be an insult to suppose that 
they are concerned ! In the midst of it all the stranger, 
who sees so much that he hates and so much that he 
loves, hardly knows how to express himself. 

" It is not enough that you are personally clean," 
he says, with what energy and courage he can com- 
mand, " not enough though the clean outnumber the 
foul as greatly as those gifted with eyesight out- 
number the blind, if you that can see allow the blind 
to lead you. It is not by the private lives of the mil- 
lions that the outside world will judge you, but by 
the public career of those units whose venality is 
allowed to debase the name of your country. There 
never was plainer proof given than is given here, that 
it is the duty of every honest citizen to look after the 
honour of his State." 

Personally, I have to own that I have met Americans, 



THE QUESTION OF COPYRIGHT WITH AMERICA 

men, but more frequently women, who have in all 
respects come up to my ideas of what men and women 
should be: energetic, having opinions of their own, 
quick in speech, with some dash of sarcasm at their 
command, always intelligent, sweet to look at (I speak 
of the women), fond of pleasure, and each with a 
personality of his or her own which makes no effort 
necessary on my own part in remembering the dif- 
ference between Mrs. Walker and Mrs. Green, or 
between Mr. Smith and Mr. Johnson. They have 
faults. They are self-conscious, and are too prone to 
prove by ill-concealed struggles that they are as good 
as you, whereas you perhaps have been long acknowl- 
edging to yourself that they are much better. And 
there is sometimes a pretence at personal dignity 
among thoiie who think themselves to have risen high 
in the world which is deliciously ludicrous. 1 remem- 
ber two old gentlemen, the owners of names which 
stand deservedly high in public estimation, whose 
deportment at a public funeral turned the occasion into 
one for irresistible comedy. They are suspicious at 
first, and fearful of themselves. They lack that sim- 
plicity of manners which with us has become a habit 
from our childhood. But they are never fools, and I 
think that they are seldon ill-natured. 

There is a woman, of whom not to speak in a work 
purporting to he a memoir of my own life would 
be to omit all allusion to one of the chief pleasures 
which has graced my later years. In the last fifteen 
yearn she has been, out of my family, my most chosen 
friend. She is a ray of light to me, from which I 
can always strike a spark by thinking of her, I do 
not know that 1 should please her or do any good 
by naming her, Hut not to allude to her in these 
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pages would amdunt almost to a falsehood. I could 
not write truly of myself without saying that such a 
friend had been vouchsafed to me. I trust she may 
live to read the words I have now written, and to wipe 
away a tear as she thinks of my feeling while I write 
them. 

I was absent on this occasion something over three 
months, and on my return I went back with energy 
to my work at the St. Paul's Magazine. The first 
novel in it from my own pen was called Phineas Finn, 
in which I commenced a series of semi-political tales. 
As I was debarred from expressing my opinions in 
the House of Commons, I took this method of declar- 
ing myself. And as I could not take my seat on those 
benches where I might possibly have been shone upon 
by the Speaker's eye, I had humbly to crave his per- 
mission for a seat in the gallery, so that I 'might thus 
become conversant with the ways and doings of the 
House in which some of my scenes were to be placed. 
The Speaker was very gracious, and gave me a run- 
ning order for, I think, a couple of months. It was 
enough, at any rate, to enable me often to be very 
tired, and, as I have been assured by members, to 
talk of the proceedings almost as well as though 
Fortune had enabled me to fall asleep within the 
House itself. 

In writing Phineas Finn, and also some other 
novels which followed it, I was conscious that I 
could not make a tale pleasing chiefly, or perhaps in 
any part, by politics. -If I write politics for my own 
sake, I must put in love and intrigue, social incidents, 
with perhaps a dash of sport, for the benefit of my 
readers. In this way I think I made my political hero 
interesting. It was certainly a blunder to take hiin 
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from Ireland into which I was led by the circum- 
stance that I created the scheme of the book during 
a visit to Ireland. There was nothing to be gained 
by the peculiarity, and there was an added difficulty 
in obtaining sympathy and affection for a politician 
belonging to a nationality whose politics are not 
respected in England. But in spite of this Phineas 
succeeded. It was not a brilliant success, because 
men and women not conversant with political matters 
could not care much for a hero who spent so much of 
liis time either in the House of Commons or in a public 
office. But the men who would have lived with Phin- 
eas Finn read the book, and the women who would 
luave lived with Lady Laura Standish read it also. As 
this was what I had intended, I was contented. It is all 
fairly good except the ending, as to which till I got to it 
I made no provision. As I fully intended to bring my 
liero again into the world, I was wrong to marry him 
to a simple pretty Irish girl, who could only be felt ' 
as an encumbrance on such return. When he did 
return I had no alternative but to kill the simple 
pretty Irish girl, which was an unpleasant and awk- 
ward necessity. 

In writing Phineas Finn I had constantly before 
me the necessity of progression in character, of 
marking the changes in men and women which would 
naturally be produced by the lapse of years. In most 
novels the writer can have no such duty, as the period 
occupied is not long enough to allow of the change of 
which I speak. In Ivanhoe, all the incidents of which 
are included in less than a month, the characters should 
be, as they are, consistent throughout. Novelists who 
liave undertaken to write the life of a hero or heroine 
have generally considered their work completed at 
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the interesting period of marriage, and have contented 
themselves with the advance in taste and manners 
which are common to all boys and girls as they become 
men and women. Fielding, no doubt, did more than 
this- in Tom Jones, which is one of the greatest novels 
in the English language, for there he has shown how 
a noble and sanguine nature may fall away under 
temptation and be again strengthened and made to 
stand upright. But I do not think that novelists have 
often set before themselves the state of progressive 
change, nor should I have done it, had I not found 
myself so frequently allured back to my old friends. So 
much of my inner life was passed in their company, 
that I was continually asking myself how this woman 
would act when this or that event had passed over her 
head, or how that man would carry himself when 
his youth had become manhood, or his manhood 
declined to old age. It was in regard to the 
old Duke of Omnium, of his nephew and heir, and 
of his heir's wife, Lady Glencora, that I was anx- 
ious to carry out this idea ; but others added them- 
selves to my mind as I went on, and I got round me 
a circle of persons as to whom I knew not only their 
present characters, but how those characters were to 
be affected by years and circumstances. The happy 
motherly life of Violet Effingham, which was due to 
the girl's honest but long-restrained love; the tragic 
misery of Lady Laura, which was equally due to the 
sale she made of herself in her wretched marriage ; 
and the long suffering but final success of the hero, 
of which he had deserved the first by his vanity, and 
the last by his constant honesty, had been fore- 
shadowed to me from the first. As to the incidents of 
the story, the circumstances by which these person- 
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ages were to "be affected, I knew nothing. They were 
created for the most part as they were described. I 
never could arrange a set of events before me. But 
the evil and the good of my puppets, and how the evil 
would always lead to evil, and the good produce good, 
that was clear to me as the stars on a summer 
night. 

Lady Laura Stanclish is the best character in Phineas 
Finn and its sequel Phineas Redux, of which I will 
speak here together. They are, in fact, but one novel, 
though they were brought out at a considerable inter- 
val of time and in different form. .The first was com- 
menced in the St. Paul's Magazine in 1867, and the 
other was brought out in the Graphic in 1873. In this 
there was much bad arrangement, as I had no right to 
expect that novel readers would remember the charac- 
ters of a story after an interval of six years, or that 
any little interest which might have been taken in the 
career of iny hero could then have been renewed. I 
do not know that such interest was renewed. But I 
found that the sequel enjoyed the same popularity as 
the former part, and among the same class of readers. 
Phineas, and Lady Laura, and Lady Chiltern as 
Violet had become and the old duke, whom I killed 
gracefully, and the new duke, and the young duchess, 
either kept their old friends or made new friends for 
themselves. Phineas Finn, I certainly think, was suc- 
cessful from first to last I am aware, however, that 
there was nothing in it to touch the heart like the 
abasement of Lady Mason when confessing her guilt to 
her old lover, or any approach in delicacy of delinea- 
tion to the character of Mr. Crawley. 

riihteas I 7 inn, the first part of the story, was com- 
pleted in May, 1867. In June and July I wrote Linda 
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Trcsscl for Btackwood's Magazine, of which I have 
already spoken. In September and October I wrote a 
short novel, called The Golden Lion of Cranphc, 
which was intended also for /M/<7**7*v>w/.~--with a view 
of being" published anonymously; but Mr, Blaekwood did 
not find the arrangement to be profitable, and the story 
remained on my hands, unread and unthought of, for 
a few years, It appeared subsequently in Good 
Words. It was written on the model of Nina Balatka 
and Linda Trewct, but is very inferior to either of 
them, in November of the same year, 1867, I began 
a very long 1 novel, which I called JJV Knew He Was 
Right, and which was brought out !y Mr. Virtue, the 
proprietor of the St. Paul's Mtigazin?, in .sixpenny 
numbers, every week, I do not know that in any 
literary effort I ever fell more completely short of my 
own intention than in this story. It. was my purpose 
to create sympathy for the tin fortunate man who, 
while endeavouring to do his duty to all around 
him, should be led constantly ant ray by his unwilling- 
ness to submit his own judgment to tin* opinion of 
others. The man is made to be unfortunate enough, 
and the evil which he does is apparent. So far I did 
not fail, but the sympathy ban not hern created yet. 
I look upon the story as being nearly altogether bad. 
It is in part redeemed by certain scenes in the house 
ami vicinity of an old wait! in Exeter* Hut a navel 
which in its main parts is had cannot, in truth, be 
redeemed by the vitality of sul>tmlinate character*. 
. This work was finished while I at Washing- 

ton in the spring of 1868, and on the clay after I finished 
it, I commenced The FtVw of /liill/iiiiiiflnw, a novel 
which I wrote for Messrs, Hradlmry & Kvan& This 
in November, ami at once began 
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Sir Harry Hotspur of Humblcthwaitc, a story which 
I was still writing- at the dose of the jear. I look 
upon these two years, 1867 and 1868, of which I have 
given a somewhat confused account in this and the 
two preceding chapters, as the busiest in my life. I 
had indeed left the Tost (Hike, but though I had left 
it I had been employed by it during a considerable 
portion of the time. I had established the St. Paul's 
Afdgasine, in reference to which I had read an enor- 
mous amount: of manuscript, and for which, indepen- 
dently of my novels, I had written articles almost 
monthly. T had stood for Beverley and had made 
many speeches. I had also written five novels, and 
had limited throe times a week during each of the 
winters. And how happy I was with it all! I had 
suffered at Hoverloy, but 1 had suffered as a part of the 
work which I was desirous of doing, and I had gained 
my experience, I had suffered at Washington with 
that wretched American Postmaster, and with the 
mosquitoes, not having boon able to escape from that 
capital till July; but all that had added to the activity 
of my life, I had often groaned over those manu- 
scripts; but I had read them, considering it perhaps 
foolishly to be a part of my duty as editor. And 
though in the quick production of my novels I had 
always ringing in my cars that terrible condemna- 
tion and scorn produced by the great man in Pater- 
noster Row, I was nevertheless proud of having done 
so much. I always hud a pen in my hand. Whether 
crossing the seas, or fighting with American officials, 
or tramping about the streets of Beverley, I could do 
n, little, and generally more than a little. I had long 
since convinced myself that in such work as mine the 
great secret consisted in acknowledging myself to be 
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lx>iuul to rules of labour similar to those which an 
artisan or a mechanic is forced to obey. A shoemaker 
when he has finished one pair of shoos docs not sit down 
and contemplate his work in idle satisfaction. M There 
is my pair of shoes finished at last ! What a pair of 
shoes it is ! " The shoemaker who so indulged him- 
self would he without; wages half his time. Jt is the 
same with a professional writer of books. An author 
may of course want time to study a new subject, lie will 
at any rate assure himself that, there is some such good 
reason why he should pause. He does pause, and will 
be idle for a month or two while lie tells himself how 
beautiful is that last pair of shoes which he has 
finished! Having thought much of all this, and having 
made up my mind that I could be really happy only 
when I was at work, 1 had now quite accustomed my- 
self to begin a second pair as aoon as the first was 
out of xny hands. 



CHAPTER XVIII 

"THE VICAR OF BULUIAMPTON "' SIR HARRY HOT- 
SPUR " " AN EDITOR'S TALES " " CAESAR " 

IN 1869 I was called on to decide, in council with my 
two boys and their mother, what should be their desti- 
nation in life. In June of that year the elder, who was 
then twenty-three, was called to the Bar; and as he 
had gone through the regular courses of lecturing 
tuition and study, it might be supposed that his course 
was already decided. But, just as he was called, there 
seemed to be an opening for him in another direction; 
and this, joined to the terrible uncertainty of the Bar, 
the terror of which was not in his case lessened by 
any peculiar forensic aptitudes, induced us to sacri- 
fice dignity in quest of success, Mr. Frederic Chap- 
man, who was then the sole representative of the pub- 
lishing house known as Messrs. Chapman & Hall, 
wanted a partner, and my son Henry went into the 
firm. lie remained there three years and a half; but 
be did not like it, nor do I think he made a very good 
publisher. At any rate lie left the business with per- 
baps more pecuniary success than might have been 
expected from the .short period of his labours, and has 
.since taken himself to literature as a profession, 
Whether he will work at it so hard as his father, and 
write as many teoks, may be doubted. 
My second son, Frederic, had very early in life 
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have sonK't tines found myself compelled to suffer by 
the irregularity of others. I have endeavoured to eon- 
sole myself by reflecting that such must ever be the 
fate of virtue. The industrious must feed the idle. 
The honest and simple will always be the prey of the 
cunning and fraudulent. The punctual, who keep none 
waiting for them, arc doomed to wait perpetually for 
the unpunctual. But these earthly sufferers know that 
they arc making their way heavenwards, and their 
oppressors their way elsewards. If the former re- 
flection does not suilice for consolation, the deficiency 
is made up by the second. I was terribly aggrieved 
on the matter of the publication of my new Vicar, 
and had to think very much of the ultimate rewards of 
punctuality and its opposite. About the end of March, 
1869, I got a dolorous letter from the editor. All the 
Once a /J-'VvA 1 people were in a terrible trouble. They 
had bought the right of translating one of Victor 
Hugo's modern novels, L'llommc Qui Rit; they had 
fixed a date, relying on positive pledges from the 
French publishers; and now the great French author 
had postponed his work from week to week and from 
month to month, and it had so come to pass that the 
Frenchman's grinning hero would have to appear 
exactly at the same time as my clergyman. Was it 
not quite apparent to me, the editor asked, that Once 
a H'ct'k could not hold the two? Would I allow my 
clergyman to make his appearance in the Gentleman's 
Magtfsint* instead ? 

My disgust at this proposition was, I think, chiefly 
due to Victor Hug(>'.s latter navels, which 1 regard as 
prt'tentioua and untrue to nature. To this perhaps was 
added sonic feeling of indignation that I should be 
asked to give* way to a Frenchman. The Frenchman 
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had broken his engagement. He had failed to have 
his work finished by the stipulated time. From week 
' to week and from month to month he had put off the 
fulfilment of his duty. And because of these laches 
on his part, on the part of this sententious French 
Radical, I was to be thrown over ! Virtue some- 
times finds it difficult to console herself even with the 
double comfort. I would not come out in the Gentle- 
man's Magazine, and as the Grinning Man could not 
be got out of the way, by novel was published in 
separate numbers. 

The same thing has occurred to me more than once 
since. " You no doubt are regular," a publisher has 

said to me, "but Mr. is irregular. He has 

thrown me out, and I cannot be ready for you till 
three months after the time named. " , In these emer- 
gencies I have given perhaps half what was wanted, 
and have refused to give the other half. I have en- 
deavoured to fight rny own battle fairly, and at the 
same time not to make myself unnecessarily obstinate. 
But the circumstances have impressed on my mind the 
great need there is that men engaged in literature 
should feel themselves to be bound to their industry 
as men know that they are bound in other callings. 
There does exist, I fear, a feeling that authors, because 
they are authors, are relieved from the necessity of 
paying attention to everyday rules. A writer, if he 
be making 800 a year, does not think himself bound 
to live modestly on 600, and put by the remainder for 
his wife and children. He does not understand that 
he should sit down at his desk at a certain hour. He 
imagines that publishers and booksellers should keep 
all their engagements with him to the letter; but 
that he, as a brain-worker, and conscious of the subtle 
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nature of the 1>rain, should be al>lc to exempt himself 
{nun bonds when it .suits him. He has his own theory 
about inspiration which will not always come, espe- 
cially will not come if wine-cups overnight have been 
too deep. All this has ever been odious to me, as beino* 
unmanly. A man may be frail in health, and there- 
fore unable to do us he has contracted in whatever 
grade of life. He who has been blessed with physical 
strength to work clay by day, year by yearas has been 
my case .should pardon deficiencies caused by sick- 
ness or infirmity. 1 may in this respect have been a 
little hard on others, and, if so, 1 here record my re- 
pentance. Hut 1 think that no allowance should be 
given to claims for exemption from punctuality, made if 
not absolutely on the score still with the conviction of 
intellectual superiority. 

The Vicar ttf ttullhampton was written chiefly with 
the object of exciting not only pity but sympathy for a 
fallen woman, and of raising a feeling of forgiveness 
for such in the minds of other women. I could not 
venture to make this female the heroine of my story. 
To have made her a heroine at all would have been 
directly opposed to my purpose. It was necessary 
therefore that she should he a second-rate personage 
in the tale; --hut it wan with reference to her life that 
the talc* was written, and the hero and the heroine 
with their belongings are all subordinate. To this 
novel I aiVtKrtl a preface, in doing which I was acting 
iu defiance of my oM t<Ntahli*ht'd principle. I do not 
know that any oi* n*ail it ; but as I wish to have it 
rrad, I will itiM'rt it hm again: 

" I have intnuhuvtl hi the Vicar of Bullhampton 
the charat'trr of a girl whom 1 will callfor want of 
a truer word that *hall not in its truth be offensive, a 
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castaway. I have endeavoured to rndmv her with 
qualities that may create sympathy, and I have brought 
her back at last from degradation, at least to decency. 
I have not married her to a wealthy lover, and I have 
endeavoured to explain that though there was possible 
to her a way out of perdition, still things could not ho 
with her as they would have been had she not fallen. 
"There arises, of course, the question whether a 
novelist, who professes to write for the amusement of 
the young of both sexes, should allow himself to bring 
upon his stage a character such as that of Carry 
Brattle, It is not long since, -it is well within the 
memory of the authors-thai the very existence of 
such a condition of life a.s was hers, wan supposed to 
be unknown to our sisters and daughters, and was, 
in truth, unknown to many of them, Whether that 
ignorance was good may be questioned; but that it 
exists no longer is beyond question. Thru arisen the 
further question,- how far tin* conditions of such un- 
fortunates should be made a matter of concern to the 
sweet young hearts of those whose, delicacy and clean* 
linens of thought is a matter of pride to MI many of us, 
Cannot women, who are good, pity tin* MilTeringn of 
the, vicious, and do something perhaps to mitigate and 
shorten them without contamination from tin* vice? 
It will be admitted probably by most men win* lt;iv* 
thought upon the subject that no fault among us ii 
punished so heavily an that fault, often M* light in it* 
self but so terrible in its consequences lo the less fault) 
of the two offendem, by which n woman falls. AH ol 
ht*r own sex in against her, and ail those tif the othei 
sex in whose veins mm the Wood which *he Is titough 
to have contaminated, ant! who, of nature, would tic 
friend her, were her trouble any other it is* 
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is what she is, and she remains in her abject, 
unutterable misery, because this sentence of 
'Id has placed her beyond the helping hand of 
id Friendship. It may be said, no doubt, that 
Lrity o this judgment acts as a protection to 
virtue, deterring, as all known punishments 
.T, from vice. But this punishment, which 
iblc beyond the conception of those who have 
jjunk'd it closely, is not known beforehand, 
of the punishment, there is seen a false glitter 
ly life, a glitter which is damnably false, and 
alas 1 has been more often portrayed in glowing 
, for the injury of young girls, than have those 
i wliirh ought to 1 deter, with the dark shadow- 
hieh lie-long to them. 
write in fiction of one so fallen as the noblest 

,sex, as one to be rewarded because of her 
\ss, an one whose life is happy, bright, and 
:s, is certainly to allure to vice and misery. But 
perhaps be possible that if the matter be handled 
ruth to life, some girl, who would have been 
itk'ss, may be made thoughtful, or some parent's 
inny be softened. 1 ' 

a* were my ideas when I conceived the story, 
tfti tltat feeling I described the characters of 
Hrattle awl of her family. I have not introduced 
tfer on the scene, nor have I presented her to the 

in the temporary enjoyment of any of those 
IMS luxuries, the longing for which is sometimes 
snlwtive to evil than love itself. She is intro- 
UH a poor abased creature, who hardly knows 
faUc were her dreams, with very little of the 
ulriu? alwwt her because though there may be 
&U*M\s Uuy arc not often found but with an in- 
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tense horror of the sufferings of her position. Such 
being her condition, will they who naturally are her. 
friends protect her? The vicar who has taken her by 
the hand endeavours to excite them to charity; but 
father, and brother, and sister are alike hard-hearted. 
It had been my purpose at first that the hand of every 
Brattle should be against her; but my own heart was 
too soft to enable me to make the mother cruel, or 
the unmarried sister who had been the early com- 
panion of the forlorn one. 

As regards all the Brattles, the story is, I think, well 
told. The characters are true, and the scenes at the 
mill are in keeping with human nature. For the rest 
of the book I have little to say. It is not very bad, 
and it certainly is not very good. As I have myself 
forgotten what the heroine does and says except that 
she tumbles into a ditch I cannot expect that any one 
else should remember her. But I have forgotten noth- 
ing that was done or said by any of the Brattles. 

The question brought in argument is one of fearful 
importance. As to the view to be taken first, there 
can, I think, be no doubt. In regard to a sin common 
to the two sexes, almost all the punishment and all the 
disgrace is heaped upon the one who in nine cases out 
of ten has been the least sinful. And the punishment 
inflicted is of such a nature that it hardly allows room 
for repentance. How is the woman to return to 
decency to whom no decent door is opened? Then 
comes the answer: It is to the severity of the punish- 
ment alone that we can trust to keep women from fall- 
ing. Such is the argument used in favour of the 
existing practice, and such the excuse given for their 
severity by women who will relax nothing of their 
harshness. But in truth the severity of the punish- 
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is not known beforehand ; it is not in the least 
stood by women in general, except by those who 
it* The gaudy dirt, the squalid plenty, the con- 
Y of familiarity, the absence of all good, words 
ill good things, the banishment from honest 
", the being compassed round with lies, the 
ing- glare of fictitious revelry, the weary pave- 
the horrid slavery to some horrid tyrant, and 
he quick depreciation of that one ware of beauty, 
bslitiitcd paint, garments bright without but foul 
like painted sepulchres, hunger, thirst, and 
drink, life without a hope, without the certainty 
>f a morrow's breakfast, utterly friendless, dis- 
starvation, and a quivering fear of that coming 
Inch still can hardly be worse than all that is 
<1 here ! This is the life to which we doom our 
daughters, when because of their error we close 
or upon them ! But for our erring sons we find 
easily enough. 

rourse there are houses of refuge, from which 

been thought expedient to banish everything 

it, as though the only repentance to which we 

"orcl to give a place must necessarily be one of 

til and ashes. It is hardly thus that we can 

> recall those to decency who, if they are to be 

I at all, must be induced to obey the summons 

they have reached the last stage of that misery 

I have attempted to describe. To me the mis- 

Ifieh we too often make seems to be this, that 

who has gone astray is put out of sight, out of 

' possible, at any rate out of speech, as though 

I never existed, and that this ferocity comes not 

mn hatred of the sin, put in part also from a 

I the taint which the sin brings with it. Very 
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low as is the degradation to which a girl is brought 
when she falls through love or vanity, or perhaps from 
a longing for luxurious ease, still much lower is that 
to which she must descend perforce when, through 
the hardness of the world around her, she converts that 
sin into a trade. Mothers and sisters, when the mis- 
fortune comes upon them of a fallen female from 
among their number, should remember this, and not 
fear contamination so strongly as did Carry Brattle's 
married sister and sister-in-law. 

In 1870 I brought out three books, or rather of the 
latter of the three I must say that it was brought out by 
others, for I had nothing to do with it except to write 
it. These were Sir Harry Hotspur of HmnUcthwaite, 
An Editor's Talcs, and a little volume on Julius 
Caesar. Sir Harry Hotspur was written on the same 
plan as Nina Balatka and Linda Trcsscl, and had for 
its object the telling of some pathetic incident In life 
rather than the portraiture of a number of human 
beings. Nina and Linda. Trcsscl and The Golden Lion 
had been placed in foreign countries, and this was an 
English story. In other respects it is of the same na- 
ture, and was not, I think, by any means a failure. 
There is much of pathos in the love of the girl, and of 
paternal dignity and affection in the father. 

It was published first in Macmillan's Hagasine, by 
the intelligent proprietor of which I have since been 
told that it did not make either his fortune or that of 
his magazine. I am sorry that it should have been 
so; but I fear that the same thing may be said of a 
good many of my novels. When it had passed through 
the magazine, the subsequent use of it was sold to other 
publishers by Mr. Macmillan, and then I learned that 
it was to be brought out by them as a novel in two 



SIR HARRY HOTSPUR " 

it had been sold by me as a novel in 
roe, and hence there arose a correspondence, 
d it very hard to make the purchasers under- 
at I In ad reasonable ground for objection to 
ess. "What was it to me? How could it in- 
if they stretched my pages by means of lead 
in into double the number I had intended. I 
ard tlie same argument on other occasions, 
have pointed out that in this way the public 
ivc to suffer, seeing that they would have to 
ic for the use of two volumes in reading that 
Light to have been given to them in one, I 
jn as stored that the public are pleased with 
short measure, that it is the object of novel- 
*o get through novels as fast as they can, and 
short ex- each volume is the better! Even this, 

did not overcome me, and I stood to my guns. 
ry was published in one volume, containing 
g over the normal 300 pages, with an average 
ords to a page, which I had settled with my 
:c to be the proper length of a novel volume. 
* re mention that on one occasion, and one oc- 
ily, a publisher got the better of me in a mat- 
>1 tunes. He had a two-volume novel of mine 

through a certain magazine, and had it 
ompleto in three volumes before I knew where 
H*fore I bad seen a sheet of the letterpress. I 
for a while, but I had not the heart to make 
k up tlie type. 

cti tor's l^ales was a volume republished from 
*w/V A-3Tagasinc, and professed to give an edi- 
erience of his dealings with contributors. I 
I link tliat there is a single incident in the 
ch could bring back to any one concerned the 
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memory of a past event. And yet there is not an in- 
cident in it the outline of which was not presented to 
my mind by the remembrance of some fact: how an 
ingenious gentleman got into conversation with me, I 
not knowing that he knew me to be an editor, and pressed 
his little article on my notice; how I was addressed by 
a lady with a becoming pseudonym and with much 
equally becoming audacity; how I was appealed to by 
the dearest of little women whom here I have called 
Mary Gresley ; how in my own early days there was 
a struggle over an abortive periodical which was in- 
tended to be the best thing ever done; how terrible was 
the tragedy of a poor drunkard, who with infinite 
learning at his command made one sad final effort to 
reclaim himself, and perished while he was making it; 
and lastly how a poor weak editor was driven nearly 
to madness by threatened litigation from a rejected 
contributor. Of these stories, The Spotted Dog, with 
the struggles of the drunkard scholar, is the best. I 
know now, however, that when the things were good 
they came out too quick one upon another to gain 
much attention; and so also, luckily, when they were 
bad. 

The Caesar was a thing of itself. My friend John 
Blackwood had set on foot a series of small volumes 
called Ancient Classics for English Readers, and had 
placed the editing of them, and the compiling of many 
of them, in the hands of William Lucas Collins, a 
clergyman who, from my connection with the series, 
became a most intimate friend. The Iliad and the 
Odyssey had already come out when I was at Edin- 
burgh with John Blackwood, and, on my expressing 
my very strong admiration for those two little vol- 
umes, which I here recommend to all young ladies 
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as the most charming tales they can read, he asked 
me whether I would not undertake one myself. Herod- 
otus was in the press, but, if I could get it ready, mine 
should be next. Whereupon I offered to say what 
might he said to the readers of English on The Com- 
wcntaries of Julius Caesar. 

I at once went to work, and in three months from 
that day the little hook had been written. I began by 
reading through the Commentaries twice, which I did 
without any assistance either by translation or English 
notes. Latin was not so familiar to me then as it 
has since become, for from that date I have almost 
daily spent an hour with some Latin author, and on 
many days many hours. After the reading what my 
author had left behind him, I fell into the reading of 
what others had written about him, in Latin, in English, 
and even in Kreneh, for I went through much of 
that most futile book by the late Emperor of the 
Kronen. I do not know that for a short period I ever 
worked harder. The amount I had to write was noth- 
ing. Three weeks would have done it easily. But I 
was mast anxious, in this soaring out of my own pecu- 
liar line, not to disgrace myself. I do not think that 
1 did disgrace myself. Perhaps I was anxious for 
something" more. If so, I was disappointed. 

The book I think to be a good little book. It is 
readable by all old and young, and it gives, I believe 
accurately, both an account of Gesar's Commentaries, 
which of course was the primary intention, and the 
chief circumstances of the great Roman's life. A well- 
educated girl who had read it and remembered it 
would perhaps know as much about Caesar and his 
writings as she need know. Beyond the consolation 
of thinking as I do about it, I got very little gratifies- 
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tion from the work. Nobody praised it. One very 
old and very learned friend to whom I sent it thanked 
me for my " comic Caesar," but said no more. I do 
not suppose that he intended to run a dagger into me. 
Of any suffering from such wounds, I think, while 
living, I never showed a sign; but still I have suffered 
occasionally. There was, however, probably present 
to my friend's mind, and to that of others, a feeling 
that a man who had spent his life in writing English 
novels could not be fit to write about Csesar. It was 
as when an amateur gets a picture hung on the walls 
of the Academy. What business had I there? Ne 
sutor ultra crepidam. In the press it was most faintly 
damned by most faint praise. Nevertheless, having 
read the book again within the last month or two, I 
make bold to say that it is a good book. The series, I 
believe, has done very well. I am sure that it ought 
to do well in years to come, for, putting aside Gesar, 
the work has been done with infinite scholarship, and 
very generally with a light hand. With the leave of 
my sententious and sonorous friend, who had not en- 
dured that subjects which had been grave to . him 
should be treated irreverently, I will say that such a 
work, unless it be light, cannot answer the purpose 
for which it is intended. It was not exactly a school- 
book that was wanted, but something that would carry 
the purposes of the schoolroom even into the leisure 
hours of adult pupils. Nothing was ever better suited 
for such a purpose than the Iliad and the Odyssey, as 
done by Mr. Collins. The Virgil, also done by him, is 
very good; and so is the Aristophanes by the same 
hand, 



CHAPTER XIX 



spring of 1871 we, I and my wife, had de- 
at we would go to Australia to visit our shep- 
i. Of course before doing so I made a contract 
[mblisher for a book about the Colonies. For 
work as this I had always been aware that I 
>t fairly demand more than half the price that 
e given for the same amount of fiction; and as 
'Oks have an indomitable tendency to stretch 
/cs, so that more is given than what is sold, 
the cost of travelling is heavy, the writing of 

not remunerative. This tendency to stretch 
lot, 1 think, generally from the ambition of 
;tcr, but from his inability to comprise the 
t purls in their allotted spaces. If you have to 
th a country, a colony, a city, a trade, or a 

opinion, it is so much easier to deal with it in 
than in twelve pages ! I also made an engage- 
ith the editor of a London daily paper to supply 
th a series of articles, -which were duly writ- 
ly published, and duly paid for. But with all 
ivelling with the object of writing is not a good 
If the travelling author can pay his bills, he 
k a good manager on the road. 
re starting there came upon us the terrible 
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generally given away horses that I have not 

icxi we started from Liverpool, in May, 1871, 
- the Heir was running through the St. Paul's. 
was the novel of which Charles Reade afterwards 
:1ae jplot and made on it a play. I have always 
lit it to be one of the worst novels I have writ- 
trad almost to have justified that dictum that a 
ist after fifty should not write love-stories. It 
11 part a political novel; and that part which ap~ 
.ns to politics, and which recounts the electioneer- 
jcperiences of the candidates at Percycross, is well 
jlT.. Percycross and Beverley were, of course, 
nid the same place. Neefit, the breeches-maker, 
ils daughter, are also good in their way, and 
;s, the daughter's lover, who was not only lover, 
Iso one of the candidates at Percycross as well. 
lie main thread of the story, that which tells of 
:>irigs of the young gentlemen and young ladies, 
eroes and the heroines, is not good. Ralph the 
ia.s not much life about him; while Ralph who is 
iie heir, but is intended to be the real hero, has 
The same may be said of the young ladies, of 
i one, she who was meant to be the chief, has 
d xttterly out of my mind, without leaving a trace 
.nombrance behind. 

Iso left in the hands of the editor of The Port- 
ly,, ready for production on the ist of July follow- 
1 story called The Eustace Diamonds. In that I 
tliat my friend's dictum was disproved. There 
. much love in it ; but what there is, is good. The 
cter of Lucy Morris is pretty; and her love is as 
iie and as well told as that of Lucy Robarts or 
Dale, 
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But The Eustace Diamonds achieved the success 
which it certainly did attain, not as a love-story, but 
as a record of a cunning little woman of pseudo-fash- 
ion, to whom, in her cunning, there came a series 
of adventures, unpleasant enough in themselves, but 
pleasant to the reader. As I wrote the book, the idea 
constantly presented itself to me that Lizzie Eustace 
was but a second Becky Sharpe; but in planning the 
character I had not thought of this, and I believe that 
Lizzie would have been just as she is though Becky 
Sharpe had never been described. The plot of the dia- 
mond necklace is, I think, well arranged, though it 
produced itself without any forethought. I had no 
idea of setting thieves after the bauble till I had got my 
heroine to bed in the inn at Carlisle; nor of the 
disappointment of the thieves, till Lizzie had been 
wakened in the morning with the news that her door 
had been broken open. All these things, and many 
more, Wilkie Collins would have arranged before with 
infinite labour, preparing things present so that they 
should fit in with things to come. I have gone on the 
very much easier plan of making everything as it 
comes fit in with what has gone before. At any rate, 
the book was a success, and did much to repair the in- 
jury which I felt had come to my reputation in the 
novel-market by the works of the last few years. I 
doubt whether I had written anything so successful 
as The Eustace Diamonds since The Small House at 
Allington. I had written what was much better, 
as, for instance, Phincas Finn and Nina Balatka; but 
that is by no means the same thing. 

I also left behind, in a strong box, the manuscript of 
Phineas Redux, a novel of which I have already 
spoken, and which I subsequently sold to the proprie- 
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tors of the Graphic newspaper. The editor of that 
paper greatly disliked the title, assuring me that the 
public would take Redux for the gentleman's surname, 
-and was dissatisfied with me when I replied that I 
had no objection to them doing so. The introduction 
of a Latin word, or of a word from any other 
language, into the title of an English novel is un- 
doubtedly in bad taste; but after turning the matter 
much over in my own mind, I could find no other suit- 
able name. 

I also left behind me, in the same strong box, another 
novel, called An Eye for an Eye, which then had been 
some time written, and of which, as it has not even yet 
been published, I will not further speak. It will prob- 
ably be published some day, though, looking forward, 
I can see no room for it, at any rate, for the next 
two years. 

If therefore the Great Britain, in which we sailed 
for Melbourne, had gone to the bottom, I had so pro- 
vided that there would be new novels ready to come 
out under my name for some years to come. This con- 
sideration, however, did not keep me idle while I was at 
sea. When making long journeys, I have always suc- 
ceeded in getting a desk put up in my cabin, and this 
was clone ready for me in the Great Britain, so that I 
could go to work the day after we left Liverpool. This 
I did; and before T reached Melbourne I had finished a 
story called Lady Anna. Every word of this was writ- 
ten at sea, during the two months required for our 
voyage, and wan done day by day with the inter- 
mission of one day's illnessfor eight weeks, at the 
rate of 66 pages of manuscript in each week, every 
page of manuscript containing 250 words. Every word 
was counted. 1 have seen work come back to an 
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author from the press with terrible deficiencies as to 
the amount supplied. Thirty-two pages have perhaps 
been wanted for a number, and the printers with all 
their art could not stretch the matter to more than 
twenty-eight or -nine ! The work of filling up must be 
very dreadful. I have sometimes been ridiculed for 
the methodical details of my business. But by these 
contrivances I have been preserved from many 
troubles; and I have saved others with whom I have 
worked editors, publishers, and printers from much 
trouble also. 

A month or two after my return home, Lady Anna 
appeared in The Fortnightly, following The Eustace 
Diamonds. In it a young girl, who is really a lady of 
high rank and great wealth, though in her youth she 
enjoyed none of the privileges of wealth or rank, 
marries a tailor who had been good to her, and whom 
she had loved when she was poor and neglected. A 
fine young noble lover is provided for her, and all the 
charms of sweet living with nice people are thrown in 
her way, in order that she may be made to give up the 
tailor. And the charms are very powerful with her. 
But the feeling that she is bound by her troth to the 
man who had always been true to her overcomes every- 
thing, and she marries the tailor. It was my wish 
of course to justify her in doing so, and to carry my 
readers along with me in my sympathy with her. But 
everybody found fault with me for marrying her to 
the tailor. What would they have said if I had al- 
lowed her to jilt the tailor and marry the good-looking 
young lord? How much louder, then, would have 
been the censure! The book was read, and I was 
satisfied. If I had not told my story well, there would 
have been no feeling in favour of the young lord. The 
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horror \vliirli was expressed to me at the evil thing 
I had done, in saving" the girl to the tailor, was the 
strongest testimony I could receive of the merits of 
the story. 

I went to Australia chiefly in order that I might see 
my son among his sheep. I did see him among his 
sheep, and remained with him for four or five very 
happy weeks, lie was not making money, nor has he 
made money since. 1 grieve to say that several thou- 
sands of pounds which 1 had squeezed out of the pockets 
o perhaps too Hheral publishers have been lost on the 
venture. I hit I rejoice to say that this has been in no 
way due to any fault of; his. I never knew a man work 
with more persistent honesty at his trade than he has 
done. 

1 had, however, the further intentions of writing a 
book about lite entire group of Australasian Colonies; 
and in order that 1 might be enabled to do that with 
suftu'icnt information, I visited them all. Making my 
headquarters at Melbourne, I went to Queensland, 
New South Wales, Tasmania, then to the very little 
known territory of Western Australia, and then, last 
of all, to New Zealand. I was absent in all eighteen 
months, and think that I did succeed in learning much 
of the political, social and material condition of these 
countries, I wrote my book as I was travelling, and 
brought it back with me to England all but com- 
pleted in December, 1872. 

It was a better book than that which I had written 
eleven years before on the American States, but not 
so good as that an the West Indies in 1859. As re- 
gards the information given, there was much more to 
be said about Australia than the West Indies. Very 
much wore i* aid ami very much more may be 
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learned from the latter than from the former book. 
I am sure that any one who will take the trouble to 
read the book on Australia, will learn much from it. 
But the West Indian volume was readable. I am not 
sure that either of the other works are, in the proper 
sense of that word. When I go back to them I find 
that the pages drag with me; and if so with me, how 
must it be with others who have none of that love 
which a father feels even for his ill-favoured off- 
spring. Of all the needs a book has the chief need is 
that it be readable. 

Feeling that these volumes on Australia were dull 
and long, I was surprised to find that they had an ex- 
tensive sale. There were, I think, 2000 copies circu- 
lated of the first expensive edition; and then the book 
was divided into four little volumes, which were pub- 
lished separately, and which again had a considerable 
circulation. That some facts were stated inaccurately, 
I do not doubt; that many opinions were crude, I am 
quite sure; that I had failed to understand much which 
I attempted to explain, is possible. But with all these 
faults the book was a thoroughly honest book, and was 
the result of unflagging labour for a period of fifteen 
months. I spared myself no trouble in inquiry, no 
trouble in seeing, and no trouble in listening. I 
thoroughly imbued my mind with the subject, and 
wrote with the simple intention of giving trustworthy 
information on the state of the Colonies. Though 
there be inaccuracies, those inaccuracies to which 
work quickly done must always be subject, I think 
I did give much valuable information. 

I came home across America from San Francisco to 
New York, visiting Utah and Brigham Young on the 
way. I did 'not achieve great intimacy with the great 
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polygamist of the Salt Lake City. I called upon him, 
sending to him my card, apologising for doing so with- 
out an introduction, and excusing myself by saying 
that I did not like to pass through the territory without 
seeing a man of whom I had heard so much. He re- 
ceived me in his doorway, not asking me to enter, and 
inquired whether I were not a miner. When I told 
him that I was not a miner, he asked me whether I 
earned my bread. I told him I did. " I guess you're a 
miner, " said he. I again assured him that I was not. 
" Then how do you earn your bread? " I told him that 
I did so by writing books. " I'm sure you're a miner, " 
said he. Then he turned upon his heel, went back 
into the house, and closed the door. I was properly 
punished, as 1 was vain enough to conceive that he 
would have heard my name. 

I got home in December, 1872, and in spite of any 
resolution made to the contrary, my mind was full of 
hunting' as 1 came back. No real resolutions had m 
truth been made, for out of a stud of four horses I 
kept three, two of which were absolutely idle through 
the two summers and winter of my absence. Im- 
mediately on my arrival I bought another, and settled 
myself down to hunting' from London three days a 
week. At first. I went back to Essex, my old country, 
but finding that to be inconvenient, I took my horses 
to Leighton Buzzard, and became one of that numerous 
herd of sportsmen who rode with the "Baron" and 
Mr. Selby Lo wades. In those clays Baron Meyer was 
alive, and the riding with his hounds was very good. 
I die! not cure so much for Mr. Lowndes. During the 
winters of 1873, 1874, and 1875, I had my horses back 
in Ussex, and went on with my hunting, always trying 
to resolve that I would give it up. But still I bought 
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fresh horses, and, as I did not give it up, I hunted 
more than ever. Three times a week the cab has been 
at my door in London very punctually, and not un- 
frequently before seven in the morning. In order to 
secure this attendance, the man has always been in- 
vited to have his breakfast in the hall. I have gone to 
the Great Eastern Railway, ah! so often with the 
fear that frost would make all my exertions useless, 
and so often too with that result ! And then, from one 
station or another station, have travelled on wheels 
at least a dozen miles. After the day's sport, the same 
toil has been necessary to bring me home to dinner at 
eight. This has been work for a young man and a 
rich man, but I have done it as an old man and com- 
paratively a poor man. Now at last, in April, 1876, I 
do think that my resolution has been taken. 1 am 
giving away my old horses, and anybody is welcome to 
my saddles and horse-furniture. 

" Singula de nobis anni praedantur euntes; 
Eripuere jocos, venerem, convivia, ludttm; 
Tendunt extorquere poemata." 

"Our years keep taking toll as they move on; 
My feasts, my frolics, are already gone, 
And now, it seems, my verses must go too.** 

This is Conington's translation, but it seems to me 
to be a little flat. 

"Years as they roll cut all our pleasures short; 
Our pleasant mirth, our loves, our wine, our sport, 
And then they stretch their power, and crush at last 
Even the power of singing of the past" 
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I think that I may say with truth 'that I rode hard 
to my end. 

** Vixi puellis nuper idoneus, 
Et militavi non sine gloria; 

Nunc arma defunctumque bello 
Barbiton hie paries habebit." 

** I've lived about the covert side, 
I've ridden straight, and ridden fast; 
Now breeches, boots, and scarlet pride 
Are but mementoes of the past." 



CHAPTER XX 

"THE WAY WE LIVE NOW" AND "THE PRIME 
MINISTER " CONCLUSION 

IN what I have said at the end of the last chapter 
about my hunting, I have been carried a little in ad- 
vance of the date at which I had arrived. We returned 
from Australia in the winter of 1872, and early in 1873 
I took a house in Montagu Square, in which I hope 
to live and hope to die. Our first work in settling 
there was to place upon new shelves the books which 
I had collected round myself at Waltham. And this 
work, which was in itself great, entailed also the 
labour of a new catalogue. As all who use libraries 
know, a catalogue is nothing unless it show the spot 
on which every book is to be found, information 
which every volume also ought to give as to itself. 
Only those who have done it know how great is the 
labour of moving and arranging a few thousand 
volumes. At the present moment I own about 5000 
volumes, and they are dearer to me even than the 
horses which are going, or than the wine in the cellar, 
which is very apt to go, and upon which I also pride 
myself. 

When this was done, and the new furniture had got 
into its place, and rny little book-room was settled suffi- 
ciently for work, I began a novel, to the writing of 
which I was instigated by what I conceived to be 
the commercial profligacy of the age. Whether the 
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does not become more wicked as years go 
which probably has disturbed the 
thinkers since the world began to think. 

have become less cruel, less violent, less 
5 brutal, there can be no doubt ;but have 
ue less honest? If so, can a world, retro- 
oni day to day in honesty, be considered to 
*-te of progress? We know the opinion on 
:t of our philosopher Mr. Carlyle. If he be 
*-re all going straight away to darkness and 
But then we do not put very much faith 
"lyle, nor in Mr. Ruskin and his other fol- 
l*e loudness and extravagance of their la- 
> the wailing and gnashing of teeth which 
** them, over a world which is supposed to 

altogether shoddy-wards, are so contrary 
evictions of men who cannot but see how 
LS been increased, how health has been im- 
id education extended, that the general 
heir teaching is the opposite of what they 
tied. It is regarded simply as Carlylism to 
ic English-speaking world is growing worse 
o clay. And it is Carlylism to opine that the 
[vncl result of increased intelligence is a ten- 
eterioration. 

less a certain class of dishonesty, dishonesty 
t in its proportions, and climbing into high 
become at the same time so rampant and so 
nit there seems to be reason for fearing that 
/omen will be taught to feel that dishonesty, 
ccome splendid, will cease to be abominable. 
sty can live in a gorgeous palace with pic- 
,11 its walls, and gems in all its cupboards, 
Ic and ivorv in all its sorners^ and can give 
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Apician dinners, and get into Parliament, and deal in 
millions, then dishonesty is not disgraceful, and the 
man dishonest after such a fashion is not a low scoun- 
drel. Instigated, I say, by some such reflections as 
these, I sat down in my new house to write The Way 
We Live Now. And as I had ventured to take the 
whip of the satirist into my hand, I went beyond the 
iniquities of the great speculator who robs everybody, 
and made an onslaught also on other vices, on the in- 
trigues of girls who want to get married, on the luxury 
of young men who prefer to remain single, and on the 
puffing propensities of authors who desire to cheat the 
public into buying their volumes. 

The book has the fault which is to be attributed to 
almost all satires, whether in prose or verse. The ac- 
cusations are exaggerated. The vices are coloured, 
so as to make effect rather than to represent truth. 
Who, when the lash of objurgation is in his hands, can 
so moderate his arm as never to strike harder than 
justice would require? The spirit which produces the 
satire is honest enough,, but the very desire which 
moves the satirist to do his work energetically makes 
him dishonest. In other respects The Way We Live 
Now was, as a satire, powerful and good. The 
character of Melmotte is well maintained. The Bear- 
garden is amusing, and not untrue. The Longe- 
staffe girls and their friend, Lady Monogram, are 
amusing, but exaggerated. Dolly Longestaffe, is, I 
think, very good. And Lady Carbury's literary efforts 
are, I am sorry to say, such as are too frequently 
made. But here again the young lady with her two 
lovers is weak and vapid. I almost doubt whether it 
be not impossible to have two absolutely distinct parts 
in a novel, and to imbue them both with interest. If 
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be distinct, the one will seenTtcTbeHno more 
padding to the other. And so it was in The Way 
~Jve Now. The interest of the story lies among 
^icked and foolish people, with Melmotte and his 
iter, with Dolly and his family, with the Ameri- 
voman, Mrs. Hurtle, and with John Crumb and 
[rl of his heart. But Roger Carbury, Paul Monta- 
and Henrietta Carbury are uninteresting. Upon 
vhole, I by no means look upon the book as 
f my failures; nor was it taken as a failure by 
ublic or the press. \ 

iile I was writing The Way We Live Now, I 
railed upon by the proprietors of the Graphic for 
ristmas story. I feel, with regard to literature, 
;vhat as I suppose an upholsterer and undertaker 
when he is called upon to supply a funeral. He 
D supply it, however distasteful it .may be. It is 
usiness, and he will starve if he neglects it. So 
I felt that, when anything in the shape of a novel 
'equired, I was bound to produce it. Nothing can 
)re distasteful to me than to have to give a relish 
iristmas to what I write. I feel the humbug im- 
by the nature of the order. A Christmas story, in 
roper sense, should be the ebullition of some mind 
us to instil others with a desire for Christmas re- 
s thought, or Christmas festivities, or, better 
with Christmas charity. Such was the case with 
:ns when he wrote his two first Christmas stones, 
since that the things written annually all of 
L have been fixed to Christmas like children's 
to a Christmas tree have had no real savour 
iristmas about them. I had done two or three 
i. Alas ! at this very moment I have one to 
which I have promised to supply within three 
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weeks of this time, the picture-makers always require 
a long interval, as to which I have in vain been cudg- 
elling my brain for the last month. I can't send 
away the order to another shop, but I do not know 
how I shall ever get the coffin made. 

For the Graphic., in 1873, I wrote a little story about 
Australia. Christmas at the antipodes is of course 
midsummer, and I was not loth to describe the troubles 
to which my own son had been subjected, by the 
mingled accidents of heat and bad neighbours, on his 
station in the bush. So I wrote Harry Heathcote of 
Gangoil, and was well through my labour on that occa- 
sion. I only wish I may have no worse success in 
that which now hangs over my head. 

When Harry Heathcote was over, I returned with 
a full heart to Lady Glencora and her husband. I 
had never yet drawn the completed picture of such 
a statesman as my imagination had conceived. The 
personages with whose names my pages had been 
familiar, and perhaps even the minds of some of my 
readers the Brocks, De Terriers, Monks, Greshams, 
and Daubeneys had been more or less portraits, not 
of living men, but of living political characters. The 
strong-minded, thick-skinned, useful, ordinary member, 
either of the Government or of the Opposition, had 
been very easy to describe, and- had required no 
imagination to conceive. The character reproduces 
itself from generation to generation; and as it does 
so, becomes shorn in a wonderful way of those little 
touches of humanity which would be destructive of 
its purposes. Now and again there comes a burst of 
human nature, as in the quarrel between Burke and 
Fox ; but, as a rule, the men submit themselves to 
be shaped a.nd fashioned, and to be formed into tools, 
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which are used either for building up or pulling down, 
and can generally bear to be changed from this box 
into the other, without, at any rate, the appearance 
of much personal suffering. Four-and-twenty gentle- 
men will amalgamate themselves into one whole, and 
work for one purpose, having each .of them to set aside 
his own idiosyncrasy, and to endure the close personal 
contact of men who must often be personally dis- 
agreeable, having been thoroughly taught that in no 
other way can they serve either their country or their 
own ambition. These are the men who are publicly 
useful, and whom the necessities of the age supply, 
as to whom I have never ceased to wonder that 
stones of such strong calibre should be so quickly 
worn down to the shape and smoothness of rounded 
pebbles. 

Such have, been to me the Brocks and the Mild- 
mays, about whom I have written with great pleasure, 
having had my mind much exercised in watching them. 
But had I also conceived the character of a statesman of 
a different nature of a man who should be in some- 
thing perhaps superior, but in very much inferior, to 
these men of one who could not become a pebble, 
having too strong an identity of his own. To rid one's 
self of fine Scruples to fall into the traditions of a 
party to feel the need of subservience, not only in 
acting but also even in thinking to be able to be a 
bit, and at first only a very little bit, these are the 
necessities of the growing statesman. The time may 
come, the glorious time when some great self action 
shall be possible, and shall be even demanded, as when 
Peel gave up the Corn Laws; but the rising man, as 
he puts on his harness, should not allow himself to 
dream of this. To become a good, round, smooth, 
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hard, useful pebble is his duty, and to achieve tills 
he must harden his skin and swallow his scruples. But 
every now and again we see the attempt made "by 
men who cannot get their skins to be hard who after* 
a little while generally fall out of the ranks. Ttie 
statesman of whom I was thinking of whom I liad. 
long thought was one who did not fall out of tlie 
ranks, even though his skin would not become tiard- 
He should have rank, and intellect, and parliamentary 
habits, by which to bind him to the service of liis 
country; and he should also have unblemished, une^c- 
tinguishable, inexhaustible love of country. Tfoat 
virtue I attribute to our statesmen generally. THey 
who are without it are, I think, mean indeed. Tills 
man should have it as the ruling principle of his life ; 
and it should so rule him that all other things slaouldL 
be made to give way to it. But he should be scrupulous* 
and, being scrupulous, weak. When called to tlie 
highest place in the council of his Sovereign, he sticmld 
feel with true modesty his own insufficiency; but not 
the less should the greed of power grow upon liim. 
when he had once allowed himself to taste and enjoy 
it. Such was the character I endeavoured to depict 
in describing the triumph, the troubles, and the failure 
of my Prime Minister. And I think that I have suc- 
ceeded. What the public may think, or what the press 
may say, I do not yet know, the work having as yet 
run but half its course. 1 

That the man's character should be understood as 

1 Writing this note in 1878, after a lapse of nearly tHree 
years, I am obliged to say that, as regards the pxiblic, 
The Prime Minister was a failure. It was worse spo"keti 
of by the press than any novel I had written. I was 
specially hurt by a criticism on it in the Spectator. 
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I understand it or that of his wife's, the delineation 
of which has also been a matter of much happy care 
to me I have no right to expect, seeing that the 
operation of describing has not been confined to one 
novel, which might perhaps be read through by the 
majority of those who commenced it. It has been 
carried on through three or four, each of which will 
be forgotten even by the most zealous reader almost 
as soon as read. In The Prime Minister, my Prime 
Minister will not allow his wife to take office among, 
or even over, those ladies who are attached by office 
to the Queen's court. "I should not choose," he 
says to her, "that my wife should have any duties 
unconnected with our joint family and home." Who 
will remember in reading those words that, in a former 
story, published some years before, he tells his wife, 
when she has twitted him with his willingness to 
clean the Premier's shoes, that he would even allow 
her to clean them if it were for the good of the 
country? And yet it is by such details as these that 
1 have, for many years past, been manufacturing 
within my own mind the characters of the man and 
his wife. 

I think that Plantagenet Palliser, Duke of Omnium, 
is a perfect gentleman. If he be not, then am I unable 
to describe a gentleman. She is by no means a perfect 
lady ; but if she be not all over a woman, then am I 
not able to describe a woman. I do not think it 
probable that my name will remain among those who 
in the next century will be known as the writers of 
critic who wrote the article I know to be a good critic, 
inclined to be more than fair to me; but in this case i 
Slid not agree with him, so much do I love the man 
Whose character I had endeavoured to portray. 
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English prose fiction; but if it does, that perma- 
nence of success will probably rest on the character 
of Plantagenet Palliser, Lady Glencora, and the Rev. 
Mr. Crawley. 

I have now come to the end of that long series o 
books written by myself with which the public is 
already acquainted. Of those which I may hereafter 
be able to add to them I cannot speak; though I have 
an idea that I shall even yet once more have recourse 
to my political hero as the mainstay of another story. 
When The Prime Minister was finished, I at once 
began another novel, which is now completed in three 
volumes, and which is called Is He P open joy? There 
are two Popenjoys in the book, one succeeding to the 
title held by the other; but as they are both babies, 
and do not in the course of the story progress beyond 
babyhood, the future readers, should the tale ever be 
published, will not be much interested in them. Never- 
theless the story, as a story, is not, I think, amiss. 
Since that I have written still another three-volume 
novel, to which, very much in opposition to my 
publisher, I have given the name of The American' 
Senator. 1 It is to appear in Temple Bar, and is to 
commence its appearance on the first of next month. 
Such being its circumstances, I do not know that I 
can say anything else about it here. 

And so I end the record of my literary perform- 
ances, which I think are more in amount than the 

1 The American Senator and Popenjoy have appeared, 
each with fair success. Neither of them has encountered 
that reproach which, in regard to The Prime Minister* 
seemed to tell me that my work as a novelist should be 
brought to a close. And yet I feel assured that they are 
very inferior to The Prime Minister. 
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other living English author. If any 
not living have written more as may 
Have been the case I do not know who they 
that, taking the books which have appeared 
names, I have published much more than 
much as Carlyle. I have also published con- 
more than Voltaire, even including his letters. 
told that Varro, at the age of eighty, had 
.4.80 volumes, and that he went on writing for 
longer. I wish I knew what was the 
of Varro's volumes; I comfort myself by 
that the amount of manuscript described as 
k in Varro's time was not much. Varro, too, is 
and Voltaire; whereas I am still living, and 
iclcl to the pile. 

ollowing is a list of the books I have written, 
tlie: dates of publication and the sums I have 
^ed, for them. The dates given are the years 
tich the works were published as a whole, most 
2m having appeared before in some serial form. 

Date of Total Sums 

Names of Works. Publication. Received. 

VTaeclermots of Ballycloran, . 1847 48 6 9 

Kcllys and the O'Kellys, . 1848 123 19 5 

"enaee, . . . 1850 20 o o 
Warden, . . i855) 

ester Towers, . . . 1857 J 7 7 

riiree Clerks, . . . 1858 250 o o 

r Thorne, - - - l8 S8 400 o o 
West Indies and the Spanish 

Iain, .... 1859 250 o o 

Bertrams, . . - 1859 4QQ o o 

Carried forward,, 2219. ifr J 7 
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Names of Works. 

Brought Forward, 
Castle Richmond, 
Frarnley Parsonage, 
Tales of All Countries 1st Series, 
2d " . 
3d " . 
Orley Farm, 
North America, . 
Rachel Ray, 

The Small House at Allington, 
Can You Forgive Her? 
Miss Mackenzie, 
The Belton Estate, . 
The Claverings, . . . 

The Last Chronicle of Barset, 
Nina Balatka, 
Linda Tressel, 
Phineas Finn, 

He Knew He Was Right, . 
Brown, Jones, and Robinsdn, 
The Vicar of Bullhampton, 
An Editor's Tales, . 
Caesar (Ancient Classics), 
Sir Harry Hotspur of Humblethwaite, 1871 
Ralph the Heir, 
The Golden Lion of Granpere, 
The Eustace Diamonds, 
Australia and New Zealand, 
Phineas Redux, . , 

Harry Heathcote of Gangoil, 



'ate of 


Total 


Sums 


Dlicatiqr 


i. Received. 


ard, 


2219 


16 


17 


1860 


600 








1861 


IOOO 








1861) 








1863 j. 


1830 


o 





i8;oj 








1862 


3135 


o 





1862 


1250 








1863 


1645 








1864 


3000 


o 





1864 


3525 


o 





1865 


1300 


o 





1866 


1757 


o 





1867 


2800 








1867 


3000 


o 





1867 


450 








1868 


450 


o 





1869 


3200 


o 





1869 


3200 


o 





1870 


600 


o 





1870 


2500 








1870 


378 


o 





1870 * 











1871 


750 


o 





1871 


2500 








1872 


550 


o 





1873 


2500 


o 





1873 


1300 








1874 


2500 








1874 


450 





o 



Carry forward, ^48,389 17 5 



x This was given by me as a present to my friend John 
Blackwood. 
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Date of Total Sums 
Names of Works. Publication. Received. 

Brought forward, 48,389 17 5 

Lady Anna, .... ^74 1200 o o 
The Way We Live Now, . . 1875 3000 o o 

The Prime Minister, . . 11876 2500 o o 

The American Senator, . . 1877 1800 o o 

Is He Popenjoy? . . . 1878 1600 o o 

South Africa, . . . ^78 850 o o 

John Caldigate, . . . ^79 !8oo o o 

Sundries, . . . 7800 o o 



68,939 17 5 

It will not, I am sure, be thought that, in making 
my boast as to the quantity, I have endeavoured to 
lay claim to any literary excellence. That, in the 
writing o books, quantity without quality is a vice 
and a misfortune, has been too manifestly settled to 
leave a doubt on such a matter. But I do lay claim 
to whatever merit should be accorded to me for 
persevering" diligence in my profession. And I make 
the claim, not with a view to my own glory, but for 
the benefit of those who may read these pages, and. 
when young may intend to follow the same career. 
Nulla dies sine linea. Let that be their motto. And 
let their -work be to them as is his common work to 
the common labourer. No gigantic efforts will then 
be necessary. He need tie no wet towels round his 
brow, nor sit for thirty hours at his desk without 
moving, as men have sat, or said that they have sat. 
More than nine-tenths of my literary work has been 
done in the last twenty years, and during twelve of 
those years I followed another profession, I have 
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never been a slave to this .work, giving due time, if 
not more than due time, to the amusements I have 
loved. But I have been constant, and constancy in 
labour will conquer all difficulties. - Gutta cavat lapi- 
dem non vi, sed saepe cadendo. 

It may interest some if I state that during the last 
twenty years I have made by literature something near 
70,000. As I have said before in these pages, I look 
upon the result as comfortable, but not splendid. 

It will not, I trust, be supposed by any reader that 
I have intended in this so-called autobiography to give 
a record of my inner life. No man ever did so truly, 
and no man ever will. Rousseau probably attempted 
it, but who doubts but that Rousseau has confessed 
in much the thoughts and convictions rather than the 
facts of his life? If the rustle of a woman's petticoat 
has ever stirred my blood ; if a cup of wine has been 
a joy to me; if I have thought tobacco at midnight 
in pleasant company to be one of the elements of an 
earthly paradise; if now and again I have somewhat 
recklessly fluttered a 5 note over a card-table; of 
what matter is that to any reader? I have betrayed 
no woman. Wine has brought me to no sorrow. It 
has been the companionship of smoking that I have 
loved, rather than the habit. I have never desired 
to win money, and I have lost none. To enjoy the 
excitement of pleasure, but to be free from its vices 
and ill effects, to have the sweet, and leave the bitter 
untasted, that has been my study. The preachers tell 
us that this is impossible. It seems to me that hitherto 
I have succeeded fairly well. I will not say that I 
have never scorched a finger, but I carry no ugly 
wounds. 

For what remains to me of life I trust for my 
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happiness still chiefly to my work hoping that when 
the power of work be over with rne, God may be 
pleased to take me from a world in which, according 
to my view, there can be no joy; secondly, to the love 
of those who love me; and then to my books. That 
I can read and be happy while I am reading, is a great 
blessing. Could I remember, as some men do, what 
I read, I should have been able to call myself an 
educated man. But that power I have never possessed. 
Something is always left, something dim and inac- 
curate, but still something sufficient to preserve the 
taste for more. I am inclined to think that it is so 
with most readers. 

Of late years, putting aside the Latin classics, I 
have found my greatest pleasure in our old English 
dramatists, not from any excessive love of their 
work, which often irritates me by its want of truth 
to nature, even while it shames me by its language, 
but from curiosity in searching their plots and exam- 
ining their character. If I live a few years longer, 
I shall, I think, leave in my copies of these dramatists, 
down to the close of James I., written criticisms on 
every play. No one who has not looked closely into 
it knows how many there are. 

Now I stretch out my hand, and from the further 
shore I bid adieu to all who have cared to read any 
among the many words that I have written. 



THE END 



